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T HE 
School for Scandal. 


A CO MEDEF. 


PROLOGUE. 
WRITTEN BY MR. GARR ” { 2 


A SCHOOL for Scandal !---Tell me, I beſeech you, 

Needs there a ſchool, this modiſh art to teach you? 

No need of leflons now---the knowing think------ 

We — 2 as well be taught to eat and drink : 

Caus'd by a dearth of ſcandal, ſhould the vapours- 

Diſtreſs our fair-ones, let them read the $3 

Their powerful mixtures ſuch diſorders hit, 

Crave what they will, there's quantum ſufficit. 
«Lord!” cries my Lady Wormwood, (who loves tattle, 

And puts much ſalt and pepper in her prattle) 

Jeſt ris'n at noon, all night at cards, when threſhing 

Strong tea and ſcandal---bleſs me, how refreſhing ! 

« Give me the pa Liſp---how bold and free ! [ ps] 

« Laſt night Lord L. Ces was caught with Lady D. \ 

For aching heads, what charming ſal voPtile ! | ſips] 

« If Mrs B. will ſtill continue flirting, 

« We hope ſhe'll dra or we'll Adra the curtain 

« Fine ſatire, ! in public allabuie it; 

„But, by ouriclves, [ eps] our praiſe we can't reſuſe it, 

Now, Liſp, read you---there, at that daſh and ftar”--- 

« Yes, ma'am---A certain Lord had tcit beware, 

Who lives not twenty miles from Grufvenor-ſ{quare : 

For ſhould he Lady W. find willing ; 

« Wormwood is bitter.“ Oh! that's me -the vilalin 1 

© Throw it behind the fire, and never more 

„Let that vile paper cume within my door.” 
Thus at our friends we laugh, whoteel the dart; 

To reach our pony 4g we ourielves mult ſmart. 

Is our young bard ſo young, to think that he 

Can ſtop the full ſpring-tide of calumnry ? 

Knows he the world ſo little, and its trade? 

Alas! the devil's ſooner rais'd than laid 

So ſtrong, ſo iwift the moniter, there's no gagging z 

Cut Scandal's head off---ftill the tongue is w4;gings 

Proud oi your {miles, once laviſhly beſt,w'd, 

Again our young Don Quixote takes the toad; 

To ſhew his gratitude, he draws nis pen, 

And ſeeks this Hydra, Scandal, in its den; 

From his tel] gripe the frighte fair to ſave--- 

Tho? he ſhall fall, the attempt mult pleaſe the brave, 

For your applauſe, all perils he would through ; 

He'll fight---that's write---a cavallero true, 

Till eyery drop of blood---that's ink is ipilt for you. 
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2 
EAD T SNEERWELL and SNAKE diſcovered at a tea table. 


h | LADY SNEERWELL. 
2 paragraphs, you ſay, Mr. Snake, were all in- 
Snake. They were, madam; and as I copied them my- 
ſelf in a feigned hand, there can be no ſuſpicion from whence 
they came. 
. Sneer, Did you circulate the report of Lady Brittle's. 
intrigue with Captain Boaſtall? 
Snake. That's in as fine a train as your ladyſhip could 
wiſh, in the common courſe of things. I think it muſt 


reach Mrs. Clacket's ears within twenty-four hours, and 


then the buſineſs, you know, is as as done. 


L. Sneer. Why yes, Mrs. Clacket has talents, and a 


good deal of induſtry. | 
Snake. True, madam, and has been tolerably ſucceſsful 


in her day; to my knowledge ſhe has been the cauſe of fix. 


matches being broken off, and three ſons diſinherited; of 
tour forced elopements, as many cloſe confinements, nine 
ſeparate maintenances, and two divorces z—nay, I have 
more than once traced her cauſing a tete-a-tete in the Town 
and Country Magazine, when the parties never ſaw one 
another before in their lives. 

L. Sneer. Why yes, ſhe has genius, but her manner is 
too groſs, 

Snake. True, madam ; ſhe has a fine tongue, and a bold 
invention; but then, her colouring is too dark, and the 
outlines rather too extravagant ; ſhe wants that delicacy 
of hiut, and mellowneſy of ſneer, which diſtinguiſhes your: 
ladyſhip's ſcandal, 
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L. Sneer. You are partial, Snake. | 

| Snake. Not in the leaſt ; every body will allow that Lady 
Sneerwell can do more with a word or look, than many 
others with the moſt lab detail, even. though they 
accidentally happen to He a little truth on their ſide to 


9 it. | 
. Sneer. Ves, my dear Snake, and I'll not deny the 
pleaſure I feel at the ſucceſs of my ſchemes. [ both riſe.] 
Wounded myſelf, in the early part of my life, by the 
envenomed tongue of Slander, I confeſs- nothing can give 
me greater ſatisfaction, than reducing others to the ſevel 
of my own injured reputation. 
Snake. True, madam ; but there is one affair, in which 
ou have lately employed me, wherein, I confeſs, Iam at a 
oſs to gueſs at your motives. 
I. Sneer. I preſume you mean with regard to my friend 
Sir Peter Teazle and his family. 
' Snake. I do: Here are two young men, to whom Sir 
Peter has acted as guardian fince their father's death; the 
eldeſt poſſeſſing the moſt amiable character, and univerſally 
well ſpoken of; the youngeſt the moſt diſſipated, wild, ex- 
travagant young fellow in the world : the formeran avowed 
admirer of your ladyſhip, and apparently your favourite; 
the latter attached- to Maria, Sir Peter's ward, and con- 
feſſedly admired by her : Now, on the face of theſe circum- 
ſtances, it is utterly unaccountable to me, why you, the 
widow of a city knight, with a large fortune, ſhould not 
immediately cloſe with the paſſion of a man of ſuch cha- 
rafter and expectation as Mr. Surface; and more ſo, why 
you are ſo uncommonly earneſt to deſtroy the mutual at- 
tachment ſubſiſting between his brother Charles and Maria. | 
L. Sneer. Then at once, to unravel this myſtery, I muſt | 
inform you, that love has no ſhare whatever in the inter- | 
courſe between Mr. Surface and me. 
Snake, No!— 
L. Sneer. No : his real views are to Maria, or her for- 
tune, while in his brother he finds a favoured rival; he is, 
therefore, obliged to maſk his real intentions, and profit by 
my aſſiſtance. 
Snake. Yet ſtill I am more puzzled why you ſhould in- 
6 e yourſelf for his fucceſs. h 
F © AY a Sreer, Heavens! how dull you are? can't you ſurmiſe 
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a weakneſs I have hitherto, Go ſhame, concealed even 
from you? Muſt I confeſs it, that Charles---that profligate, 
that libertine, that bankrupt in fortune and reputation, 
that he it is for whom I am thus anxious and malicious 
and to gain whom I would ſacrifice every thing. 

Snake. Now, indeed, your conduct appears conſiſtent; 
but pray, how came you and Mr. Surface ſo confidential? 

L. Sneer. For our mutual intereſt ; he pretends to, and 
recommends, ſentiment and liberality ; but I know him to 
be artful, cloſe, and malicious---in ſhort, a ſentimental 
knave; while, with Sir Peter, and indeed with moſt of his 
acquaintance, he paſſes for a youthful miracle of virtue, 
good ſenſe, and benevolence. 

Snake. Yes, I know Sir Peter vows he has not his fellow 
in England, and has praiſed him as a man of character and 
ſentiment, | 

L. Sneer. Yes; and with the appearance of — ſen- 
timental, he has brought Sir Peter to favour his addreſſes 
to Maria, while poor Charles has no friend in the houſe, 
though I fear he has a powerful one in Maria's. heart, a- 
gainſt whom we muſt direct our ſchemes. 

ENTER SERVANT. 

Serv, Mr. Surface, Madam. 

L. Sneer. Shew him up; [ Exit Servant. ] he generally 
calls about this hour.-I don't wonder at people's giving 
him to me for a lover. 

ENTER JoSEPH SURFACE. 

Joſ. Lady Sneerwell, good morning to you—Mr. Snake 
your moſt obedient. . 

I. Sneer. Snake has juſt been rallying me upon our at- 
tachment, but I have told him our real views ; I need not 
tell you how uſeful he has been to us, and believe me, our 
confidence has not been ill placed. 

Joſ. Oh, madam, tis impoſſible for me to ſuſpect a man 
of Mr. Snake's merit and accompliſhments. 

L. Sneer. Oh, no compliments; but tell me when you 
ſaw Maria, or, what's more material to us, your brother. 

Joſ. I have not ſeen either ſince I left you, but I can 
tell you they never met; ſome of your (tories have had a 

effect in that quarter. | 

L .Sneer. The merit of this, my dear Snake, belongs to 
you; but do your brother's diſtreſſes increaſe ? 
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Zoſ-. Every hour. I am told he had another execution 
in his houſe yeſterday; —In ſhort, his diſſipation and en- 
travagance exceed-any thing J ever heard, | 

L. Sneer. Poor Charles 8 

Joſ. Aye, poor Charles indeed! notwichſtanding his 
extravagance one cannot help pitying him; I wiſh: it was in 
my power to be of any eſſential ſervioe to him; for the man 
who does not feel for the diftreſſes of a brother, even though 
merited by his own miſconduR, deſerves to be 

L. Sneer. Now you are going to be moral, and forget 
you are among friends. . | 

Joſ. Gad, fo I was, ha! ha! I'll keep that ſentiment till 
I fee Sir Peter, ha! ha! however, it would certainly be a 
generous act in you to reſcue Maria from ſuch a libertine, 
who, if he is to bereclaimed at all, can only be fo hy a per- 
ſon of your ſuperior accompliſhments and underſlanding. 

Snake. I belive, Lady Sneerwell, here's company com- 
ing: I'll go and copy the letter I mentioned to your lady- 
ihip. Mr. Surface your moſt obedient. Exit. 

of. Mr. Snake, your moſt obedient. I wonder, Lady 
Sneerwell, you would put any confidence in that fellow)! 

JL. Sneer. Why o ? 

Jeſ. J have diſcovered he has of late had ſeveral confe- 
yences with old Rowley, who was formerly my father's ſtew- 
ard; he has never, you know, been a friend of mine 

L. Sneer. And do you think he would betray us? 

Joſ. Not unlikely; and take my. word for it, Lady 
Sneexwell, that fellow has not virtue enough to be faithful 
to his own villainies. 
| ENTER Manta. 

L. Sneer. Ah, Maria, my dear, how do you do? What's 
the matter? | 

Mor. Nothing, madam, only this odious lover of mine, 
Sir Benjamin Backbite, and his uncle Crabtree, juſt called 
in at my guardian's; but I took the firſt opportunity to 
ſlip out and run away to your ladyſhip. 

L. Sneer. Is that all? 

To: Had my Brother Charles been of the party, you 
would not have been ſo much alarmed. 6 

L. Sneer. Nay, now you are too ſevere ; for I dare fay-_ 
the truth of the matter is, Maria heard you was here, 


and therefore came ; But pray, Maria, what particular Eo 
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objeftion have you to Sir Benjamin that you avoid 


him ſo? 


Mar. Oh, madam, he has done nathing; but his whole 
converſation is a perpetual libel upon all his acquaintance, 
Joſ. Yes, and the worſt of it is, there is no advantage 


in not knowing him, for he would abuſe a ſtranger as ſoon 


as his beſt friend, and his uncle is as bad. 

Mar. For my part, I own witloſes its reſpect with me, 
when I ſee it in company with malice. What think 
you. Mr Surface? | 

Yoſ. To be ſure, madam,—to ſmile at a jeſt, that plants ; 
a thorn in the breaſt of another, is to become a principal in 
the miſchief. 

L. Sneer. Pha !—there is no poſſibility of being witty 
without a little ill nature; the malice in a good thing is 
the barb that makes it ſtick, What is your real opinion, 
Mr. Surface ? * 

Joſ. Why, my opinion is, that where the ſpirit of raille- 
ry is ſuppreſſed, the converſation muſt be naturally inſipid. 

Mar. Well I will not argue how far ſlander may be al- 
lowed in a woman; but in a man, I am ſure it is deſpi- 
cable. We have pride, envy, rivalſhip, and a thouſand mo- 
tives todepreciate each other; but the male ſlanderer muſt 
have the cowardice of a woman, before he can traduce one. 

ENTER SERVANT. | 

Serv. Mrs. Candour, madam, if you are at leiſure, will 
leave her carriage. 

L. Sneer. Deſire her to walk up. [ Exit Servant.) 
Now, Maria, here's a character to your taſte ; though Mrs. 
Candour is a little talkative, yet every body allows ſhe is 
the beſt natured fort of woman in the world. 

Mar. Yes—with the very groſs affectation of good na- 
ture, ſhe does more miſchief than the direct malice of old 
Crabtree. 

Jeſ. Faith, tis very true; and whenever I hear the 
current of abuſe running hard againſt the characters of my 
beſt friends, I never think them in ſuch danger, as when 


. Candour undertakes their defence. 


L. Sneer. Huſh! huſh! here the is. 
ENTER MRS. CAN Dou. 
Mrs. Cand. Oh ! my dear Lady Sneerwell ; well, how 


do you do? Mr Surface, your moſt obedient.—Is there 
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any news abroad? No ! nothin ſuppoſe No 
nota but ſcandal !—nothing but — 
Jo Juſt ſo indeed, madam. | 
rs. Cand. Nothing but ſcandal !—Ah, Maria, how do 
you do, child? what, is every thing at an end between you 


and Charles? What, is he too extravagant ?—Aye!: the 


town talks of nothing elſe. 
Mar. I am ſorry, madam, the town is ſo ill employed. 
Mrs. Cand. Aye, ſo am I child—but what can one do? 
we can't ſtop people's tongues.—They hint too, that your 
der dd. and his lady don't live ſo agreeably together as 
did. | 
Mar. I am ſure ſuch reports are without foundation. 
Mrs. Cand. Aye, fo theſe things generally are :—'Tis 
hke Mrs. Faſhion's affair with Colonel Coteire: though, 
indeed, that affair was never rightly cleared up; and it was 


but yeſterday Miſs Prim aſſured me, that Mr. and Mrs. 


Honeymoon are now become mere man and wife, like the 
reſt of their acquaintance. She likewiſe hinted, that a cer - 
tain widow in the next itreet had got rid of her dropſy and 
recovered her ſhape in a moſt ſurpriſing manner. 

Joſ. The licence of invention, ſome people give them- 
ſelves, is aſtoniſhing. 

Mrs. Cand. Tis ſo—but how will you ſtop people's 
tongues ? *Twas but yeſterday Mrs. Clacket = fon me 
that our old friend, Miſs Prudely, was going to elope, and 
that her guardian caught her juſt ſtepping into the York 
Diligence with her dancing maſter. 25 informed too, 
that Lord Fhmſy caught his wife at a houſe of no extra- 
ordinary fame, and that Tom Saunter and Sir Harry Idle 
were to meaſure ſwords on a ſimilar occaſion But I dare 
ſay there is no truth in the ſtory, and I would not circulate 
ſuch a rt for the world. 

Joſ. You report ! No, no, no, 

rs. Cand. No, no, —tale bearers are juſt as bad as the 
tale-makers, 
ENTER SERVANT. 
Serv. Sir Benjamin Backbite and Mr. Crahtree. 


[ Exit Servant.” 


ENTER SIX BENJAMIN and CRABTREE. 
Crab. Lady Sneerwell, your moſt obedient humble ſer- 


vant, Mrs, Candour, I believeyou don'tknow my nephew, 


ic 
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Sir Benjamin Backbite; he has a very pretty taſte for 
poetry, and ſhall make a rebus or a chirard with any 
one. | 

Sir Benj. Oh fie! uncle. | 

Crab. In faith he will! Did you ever hear the lines he 
made at Lady Ponto's route, on Mrs, Frizzle's feathers 
catching fire; and the rebuſes——his firſt is the name of a 
fiſh ; the next a great naval commander, and 

Sir Benj. Uncle, now pr'ythee. 

L. Sneer. I wonder, Sir Benjamin, you never publiſh 
any thing. 

Str Benj. Why, to ſay the truth, tis very vulgar to 
eee er as my little productions are chiefly ſatires, and 

ampoons on particular perſons, I find: they circulate bet- 

ter by giving copies in confidence to the friends of the par- 
ties, — However, I have ſome love elegies, which, when 
favoured 5 this lady's ſmiles, [to Maria] I mean to give 
to the public. 

Crab. Foregad, madam, they'll immortalize you, Iro 


Maria] you will be handed down to poſterity, like Pe- 


trarch's Laura, or Waller's Sachariſſa. 

Sir Benj. Yes, madam, I think you'll like them, [re 
Maria] when you fhall fee them on a beautiful quarto 
type, where a neat rivulet of text ſhall murmer through a 
meadow of margin ;—'foregad they'll be the moſt elegant 
things of their kind. : 

Crab. But, odſo, ladies, did you hear the news ? 

Mrs. Cand. What—do you mean the report of- 

Crab. No, madam, that's not it=-Mifs Nicely going to 
be married to her footman. | 

Mrs. Cand. Impoſſible! 

Sir Benj. "Tis very true indeed, madam; every thing is 
fixed, and the wedding liveries beſpoke. 

Crab. Ves, and they do ſay there were very preſſing rea- 
ſons for it, 4 

Mrs. Cand. I heard ſomething of this before. 

L. Sneer. Oh! it cannot be; and I wonder they'd re- 
port ſuch a thing of ſo prudent a lad xm. | 

Sir Benj. Ol but, madam, that is the very reaſon that 
it was believed at once; for ſhe has always been ſo very 
cautious and reſerved, that every body was ſure there was 


lome reaſon for it at the bottom. 
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Mrs. Cand. It is true, there is a ſort of puny, ſickly re- 
tion, that would outlive the robuſter character of an 
undred prudes. | 

Sir Benj. True, madam; there are valetudinarians in re- 
putation as well as conſtitution, who being conſcious of their 
weak part, avoid the leaſt breath of air, and ſupply their 
want of ſtamina by care and circumſpe&ion. 

Mrs. Cand, I believe this may be ſome — - 
know, Sir Benjamin, very e eee have 
give riſe to the moſt ingenious tales. 

Crab. Very true; — but, odſo, ladies, did you hear of Miſs 
Letitia Piper's lofing her lover and her character at Scar- 

-borough ?—Sir Benjamin, you remember it ? 

Sir Benj.-Oh, to be ſure, the moſt whimfical circum- 
ſtance ' 

IL. Sneer, Pray let us hear it. 

Crab. Why, one evening, at Lady Spadille's aſſembly, 
the converſation happened to turn upon the difficulty of 
breeding Nova Scotia ſheep in this country; no, ſays a 
lady preſent, I have ſeen an inſtance of it, for a couſin of 

mine, Maſs Letitia Piper had one that produced twins. 
What, what, ſays old Lady Dundizzy, (whom weall know 

is as deaf as a poſt) has Miſs Letitia Piper had twins.— 
Thie, you may eaſily imagine, ſet the company in a loud 

lau 4 and thenext morning it was every where z 
and believed, that Miſs Letitia Piper actually been 
brought to bed of a fine boy and girl. 

Omnes,. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Crab. Tis true, upon my honour—Oh, Mr. Surface, 
how do you do; I hear your uncle, Sir Oliver, is expected 
in town; ſad news upon his arrival, to hear how your 

77 17 1 IEF ER Ol A 

of. I hope no e have judiced hi 

. =— ink: | att reform, By 

Sir Benj. True, he may; for my part, I never thought 7 
him ſo utterly void of principles as people ſay—and tho” * 
he has loſt all his friends, I am told nobody is better ſpo- 
ken of amongſt the Jews. ſo 

Crab. Foregad if the old Jewry was a ward, Charles 
would be an alderman, for he pays as many annuities as . 
the Iriſh Tontine; and when he is ſick, they have prayers 5 

for his recovery in all the ſynagogues, 


lr 
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Sir Ben. Yet no man lives in greater ſplendor. They 
tell me, when he entertains his friends, he can fit down to 
dinner with a dozen of his own ſecurities, have a ſcore of 
tradeſmen waiting in the antichamber, andan officer bchind 
every gueſt's chair. 

Joſ. This may be entertaining to you, gentlemen ;—but 
you pay very little regard to the feelings of a brother. 

Mar. Their malice is intolerable. (Ade). Lady Sneer- 
well, I muſt wiſh you a good morning; I'm not very well. 

PET [ Exit Maria. 

Mrs. Cand, She changes colour. 

L. Sneer. Do, Mrs. Candour, follow her. 

Mrs. Cand. To be ſure I will ;--poor dear girl, who knows 
what her ſituation may be. C Mrs. Candour follows her. 

L. Sneer. Twas nothing but that ſhe could not bear to 
hear Charles reflected on, notwithſtanding their difference. 

Sir Benj. The young lady's penchant is obvious. 

Crab. Come, don't let this diſhzarten you—follow her, 
and rep?at ſome of your odes to her, and I'll] aſſiſt you. 

Sir Benj, Mr. Surface, I did not come to hurt you, but 
depend on't your brether is utterly undone. 

Crab. Oh] undone as ever man was—can't raiſe a guinea. 

Sir Benj. Every thing is ſold I am told, that was move- 
able. 58 

Crab. Not a moveable left, except ſome old bottles, and 
ſome — and they ſeem to be framed in the wainſ- 
coat, egad. hh 5 | 

Str Jen. I am ſorry to hear alſo ſome bad ſtories of him. 


Crab. Oh! he has done many mean things, that's certain. 


Sir Benj. But, however, he's your brother. 
Crab. Aye! as he is your brother we'll tell you more 
another opportunity. \ Exeunt Crab. and Sir Benj. 
I. Sneer. Tis very hard for them, indeed, to leave a 
ſubject they have not quite run down. 
Foſ. And I fancy their abuſe was no more acceptable to 
your ladyſhip than to Maria. 3 
L. Sneer. I doubt her affections are further engaged than 
we imagine ; hut the family are to he here this afternoon, 
ſo you may as well dine where you are; we ſhall have an op- 
portunity of obſerving her further; —in the mean time 1 
go and plot miſchief and you ſhall ftudr. [ Exent;?. 
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SCENE, Sir Peter Teazle's Houle, 
. ENTER Sin PETER TEAZLE. 


Sir Pet. When an old bachelor marries a young wife, 


what is he to expect? Tis now above ſic months ſinee. 
my Lady Teazle made me the happieſt of men—and T 
have been. the moſt miſerable dog ever ſince. We tift- 
ed a little going to church, and fairly quarrelled before 
the bells were done ringing. I was more than once near- 
ly choaked with during the honey-moon, and had 
loſt every ſatisfaction in life, before my friends had done 
wiſhing me joy. ——And yet, I choſe with caution a 
girl bred whol ly in the country, who had never known 
uxury, beyon 

annual gala of a race ball.—Yet now, the 
part in all the 8 fopperies of the town, with as. 
good a grace as if ſhe had never ſeena buſh, or a graſs plot 


out of Groſvenor-Square——1I am ſneered at by all my 
paragraphed in the neus- papers ſhe 


. 
diſſipates my fortune, and contradicts all my humour. 


And yet, the worſt of it is, I doubt I love her, or I ſhould: 
never bear all this but I am determined never to be 


weak enough to let her know t—— No! no! no! 
ENTER ROWLEY. 


Roaul. Sir Peter, your ſervant, how do you find yourſelf” 


to-day ? 3 
Sir Pet. Very bad, Mr Rowley ; very bad indeed. 


Rexwl. I'm forry to hear that—what has happened to 


make you uneaſy ſince yeſterday ? 
Sir Pet. A pretty queſtion truly to a married man. 
Rowl. Sure my lady is not the cauſe. | 
Sir Pet. Why! has any one told you the was dead? 


Rowl. Come, come, Sir Peter, notwithſtanding you 


ſometimes diſpute and difagree, I am fure you love her. 


Bir Pet. Aye, maſter Rowley, but the worſt of it is, 
that in all our diſputes and quarrels, ſhe is ever in the 


wrong, and continues to thwart and vex me; T am my- 

ſelf the ſweeteſt tempered man in the world, and fo I tell her 

an hundred times a day. | 
Rowl. Indeed, Sir Peter? — 


Sir Pet. Yes—and then there's Lady Sneerwell, and. 
the ſet the meets at her houſe, encourage her to diſobe- 


one ſilk gown; or diſſipation, yo ag the 
plays her- 
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dience; and Maria, my Ward, ſhe too preſumes to have 
a will of her own, and refuſes the man I propoſe for her; 
deſigning, I ſuppoſe, to beſtow herſelf and fortune upon 
that profligate his brother. / 

Rowl. You know, Sir Peter, I have often taken the 
liberty to differ in opinion with you, in regard to theſe two 
young men ; for Charles, my lite on't, will retrieve all one 
day or other,—Their worthy father, my once honoured 
maſter, at his years, was full. as wild and extravagant as 
Charles now is; but at his dzath he did nat leave a more 
benevolent heart to lament. his loſs. 

Sir Pet. You are wrong, maſter Rowley, you are very 
wrong ;—by their father's will, you know, I became guar- 
dian to theſe young men, which gave me an opportunity 
of knowing their different diſpolitions; but their uncle's 
Eaſtern liberality ſoon took them: out. of my power, by 


giving them an early independence;—But for Charles, 


whatever good qualities he might have inherited, they are 
long ſince ſquandered away with the reſt of his fortune; 
— Joſeph, indeed, is a pattern for the young men of the 
age a youth of the nobleit ſentiments, and acts up to the 
ſent:ments he profeſſes. 

Rawwl. Well, well, Sir Peter, I ſhan't oppoſe your opini- 
on at preſent, though I am. ſorry you are prejudiced againit 
Charles, a+ this may probably be the mot TA ce 
of his life, for his uncle, Sir Oliver, is arrived now 
in town. 

Sir Pet. What! my old friend, Sir Oliver, is he arrived? 
I thought you had not expected him this month. 


Rowl. No more we did, Sir, but his paſſage has been 


remarkably quick. 

Sir Pet. I ſhall be heartily glad to ſee him—'Tis ſixteen 
pow ſince old Nol and I met—but does he ſtill enjoin us to 

exp hi arrival a ſecret from his nephews ? 

Ro ꝛul. He does Sir; and is determined, under a feigned 
character, to make trial of their different diſpoſitions. 

Str Pet. Ah! there is no need of it, for Joſeph, I am 
ſure. is tue man—But hark'ye, Rowley, does Sir Oliver 
know that I am, married ? a 

| Rowl. He does, Sir, and intends ſhortly to with you joy. 

Sir Pet. Vhat, as we wiſh health to a triend in a con- 
ſumꝑtion.— But I muſt = him at my houie—do you 
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ecn't blew in cold weather; you muſt blame the climate 
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conduct him, Rowley, I'll go and give orders for his re- 
ception (going.) We uſed to rail at matrimony together 
—he ſtood firm to his text—But, Rowley, don't give him 
the leaſt hint my wife and I diſagree, for I would have 
him _ (Heaven forgive me) that we are a very happy 
couple. | 
Noa, Then you muſt be careful not to quarrel whilſt 
he is here. | 

Sir Pet. And fo we muſt ; but that will be impcſſible ! 
Zounds, Rowley, when an old bachelor marries a 
young wife, he deſerves—aye, he deſerves——no—the 
crime carries the puniſhment along with it. 


— 


. 
SCENE, Sir Peter Teazle's Houſe. 
ENTER SIR PETER and Lapy TEAZLE. 
| SIR PETER. | 
ADY Teazle, Lady Teazle, I won't bear it. 
IL. Teax. Very well, Sir Peter, you may beer it or 
not, juſt as you pleaſe; but I know I ought to have my 


own way in every thing, and, what's more, I will. 


Sir Pet. What, madam, is there no reſpect due to the 
authority of a huſband ? . 


L. Teaz. Why, don't I know that no woman of faſhion © | 


does as ſhe is bid after her marriage. Though I was bred 


in the country, I'm no ftranger to that; if ycu wanted me 


to be obedient, you ſhould have adopted me, and not mar- 
ried me. I'm {ure you were old enough. be 

Sir Pet. Aye, there it 1s.—Oons, madam, what right 
nzve you to run into all this extravagance ? 

L. Teaz, I'm ſure I am not more extravagant than a 
woman of quality cught to be, 

Sir Pet. Sliie, madam, I'll have no more ſums ſquan- 
acred away upon ſuch unmtaning luxuries ; you have as 
many flowers in yeur dreſſing- room, as would turn the 
Pantheon into a gieen-houſe; or make a Fete Champetre 
at a maſ: 

L. Teaz. Lerd, Sir Peter, am I to blame that flowers 
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and not me I'm ſure, for my part, I wiſh it was ſpring 
all the year round, and that roſes grew under our feet. 

Sir Pet. Zounds, madam, I ſhould not wonder at your 
extravagance, if you had been bred to it—Had you any of 
theſe things before you married me ? 

L. Teaz. Lord, Sir Peter, how can you be angry at thoſe 
little elegant expences ? 

Sir Pet. Had you any of thoſe little clegant expences 
when you married me ? 

L. Teax. For my part, I think you ought to be pleaſed 

our wife ſhould be thought a woman of taſte. 

Sir Pet. Zounds, — you had no taſte when you 
married me. 

L. Teaz. Very true, indeed; and after having married 
you, I ſhould never pretend to taſte again. 

Sir Pet. Very well, very well, madam; you have en- 
tirely forgot what your ſituation was when firſt I ſaw you. 

L. Teax. No, no, I have not; a very diſagreeable ſitu- 
ation it was, or I'm ſure I never ſhoul4 have married you. 

Sir Pet. You forget the humble (tate I took you from 
—the daughter of a poor country ſquire—When I came to 

our father's, I found you fitting at your tambour, in a 
— gown, a bunch of keys to your fide, and your hair 
comb'd ſmoothly over a roll. 

L. Teax. Yes, I remember very well; - my daily occ u- 
pations were to overlook the dairy, ſuperintend the poul- 
try, make extracts from the family receipt book, and comb 
my aunt Deborah's lap - dog. 

ir Pet. Oh! J am glad to find you have fo good a re- 
* I 

L. Teax. My evening employments were to draw pat- 
terns for atlas, which 1 had — to make — 
play at Pope Joan with the curate; read a- ſermon to my 
aurt Deborah, or perhaps be ſtuck up at an old ſpinnet to 
thrum my father 10 ſleep after a fax chace. | 

Sir Pet. Then you was glad to.take a ride out behind 
the butler, upon the old dock'd coach horſe. | 

L. Teaz. No, no, I deny the butler and the coach horſe, 

Sir Pet. I fay you did. This was your fituation.—Now, 
madam, you muſt have your coach, vis-a-vis, and three 
pow fcotmen to walk before your chair; and in ſum- 
mer, two white cats to draw you to Kenſington gardens : 
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and inſtead of your living in that hole in the country, I 
have brought you home here, made a woman of fortune 
of you, a woman of quality—In ſhort, madam, I have made 
you my wife. 

L. Teaz, Well, and there is but one thing more you 
can now do to add to the obligation, and that i 

Sir Pet. To make you my widow, I ſuppoſe. 
0 L. Teax. Hem 
1 Sir Pet. Very well, madam, very well; I am much ob- 
„ liged to you for the hint. 

L. Teax. Why then will you force me to ſay ſhocking 
things to you? But now we have finiſhed our morning con- 
verſation, I preſume I may go to my engagements at Lady 
Sneerwell's. 

Sir Pet. Lady Sneerwell !—a precious acquaintance you 
have made with her too, and the ſet that frequent her 
houſe.——Such a ſet, mercy on us! Many a wretch who 

has been drawn upon a hurdle, has done leſs miſchief than 
thoſe barterers of forged lies, coiners of ſcandal, and clip- 
pers of reputation. . 

L. Teax. How can you be ſo ſevere; I'm ſure they are 

all people of faſhion, and very tenacious of reputation. 

Sir Pet. Yes, ſo tenacious of it, they'll not allow it to 
any but themſelves. 

L. Teax. I vow, Sir Peter, when I ſay an ill-natured 
thing I mean no harm by it, for Itake itfor granted they'd 
do the ſame by me. 
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Sir Pet. They ve made you as bad as any of them. i 
L. Teaz. Yes—I think I bear my part with a tolerable : 
ce | 

Sir Pet. Grace, indeed! 

L. Teaz. Well, but Sir Peter, you know you promiſed i 
to come. | : 

Sir Pet. Well J ſhall juſt call in to look after my own : 
character. | 

L. Teaz. Then, upon my word you muſt make haſte 
after me, or you'll be too late. [Exit Lady Teazle., 1 


Sir Pet. J have got much by my intended ex poſtulation. 

What a charming air ſhe has !---what a neck, and how 

leaſing ſhe ſhews her contempt of my authority !=— 
Vell, though I can't make her love me, 'tis ſome pleaſure 
to teaze her a little, and I think ſhe never appears to ſuck 
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advantage as when ſhe is doing every thing to vex and 


plague me. | 


'SCENF, Lady sneerwelbs Houſe, 


ENTER LADY SNEERWELL, CRABTREE, SIR BENJA- 


MIN, JOSEPH, Ms. CAN Doux, and MARIA. 


L. Sneer. Nay, poſitively we'll have it. 

Joſ. Ave, aye, the epizrim by all means. 

Sir Benj, Oh! plague on it, tis mere nonſenſe, 

Crab. Faith, ladies, 'twas excellent for an extempore. 

Sir Benj. But, ladies, you ſhould be acquainted with 
the circumſtances—— You muſt know that one day laſt 
week, as Lady Bab Curricle was taking the duſt in Hyde 
Park, in a fort of duodecimo phaeton, ſhe defired me to 
write ſome verſes on her ponies z upon which I took out 
my pocket book, and in a moment produced the follow- 
gi — - 

e Sure never was ſeen two ſuch beautiful ponies, 
„Other horſes are clowns and theſe macaronies z 

* To give them this title I'm ſure can't be wrong, 

Their legs are fo ſlim, and their tails are ſo long. 

Crab. There, ladies,—done in the crack of a whip— 


and on horſeback too ! 


Zoſ. Oh! a very Phœbus mounted 
rs. Cand. I mult have a copy. 
ENTER LaDY TEAZLE. | 

L. Sneer. Lady Teazle, how do you do, —I hope we 
ſhall ſee Sir Peter. 

: 4 Teax. I believe he will wait on your ladyſhip pre- 
ently. 

L 4 Sneer. Maria, my love, you look grave, come, you 
ſhall fit down to piquet with Mr. Surface. 

Mar. I take very little pleafure in cards—but I'll dv 
as your ladyſhip pleaſes. 

L. Tea. I wonder he would fit down to cards with Ma- 
ria, I thought he would have taken an opportunity of 
ſpeaking to me before Sir Peter came. [Alde. 

Mrs. Cand. Well, now I'll forſwear his ſociety. { Aide. 

L. Teax. What's the matter, Mrs. Candour ? 

Mrs. Cand. Why they are ſo conſorious they won't al- 
low our friend, Miſs _ to be handſome, 
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L. Sneer. Oh, ſurely ſhe's a pretty woman. 

Crab. I'm glad you think fo. 

Mrs. Cand. She has a charming freſh colour. 

J. Tea. Yes, when it is freſh put on. 

Mrs. Cand. Well, I'll ſwear tis natural, for I've ſcen it 
come and go. 

L. Teax. Yes, it comes at night, and goes again in the 
morning. 

Sir Bro. True, madam, it not only goes and comes; 
but what's more, egad her maid can fetch and carry it. 

Mrs. Cand. Well, —and what do you think of her ſiſter ? 

Crab. What, Mrs. Evergreen— foregad, ſhe's fix and 
fifty if ſhe's a day. 

Mrs. Cand. Nay, Il ſwear two or three and ſixty is the 
outſide— I don't think ſhe looks more. 

Sir Benj Oh, there's no judging by her looks, unleſs we 
could ſee her face. | f 

L. Suter. Well, if Mrs. Evergreen does take ſome pains 
to repair the ravages of time, ſlie certainly effects it with 
great ingenuity, and ſurely that's better than the care- 
— manner in which the widow Oaker chalks her wrin- 
kles. 

Sir Berj. Nay, now my Lady Sneerwell, you are too 
ſevere upon the widow—Come, it is not that ſhe paints ſo 
in, but when ſhe has finiſhed her face ſhe joins it fo _ 
to her neck that ſhe looks like a mended ſtatue, in whic 
the-connoifſeur may ſee at once, that the head is modern, 
hough the trunk's antique. 

Crab. What do you think of Miis Simper ? 

Sir Benj. Why ſhe has pretty teeth. 

I. Teax. Yes, and upon that account never ſhuts her 
mouth, but keeps it always a- jar, as it were thus, (/hewws 
Jer teeth.) 

Omnes, Ha, ha, ha. 

L. Teaz.. And yet, I vow t:.at's better than the pains 
Mrs. Prim takes to conceal her loſſes in front; — ſhe draws 
her mouth till it reſembles the aperture of a poor box, and 
all her words appear to flide out edge ways, as it were, 
thus | 

« How do you do, Madam ?*—Yes, madam. 

JL. Sucer. Ha, ha, ha; very well, Lady Teazle—I vow 
ou Appear to be a little ſevere. 
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J. Teaz. In defence of a friend, you know, it is but 
zuſt. But here comes Sir Peter to ſpoil our pleaſantry. 
| ENTER SIR PETER. | | 
Sir Pet. Ladies, your ſervant---mercy upon me !--- The 


whole ſet---a character dead at every ſentence. [ Afde. 


Mrs. Cand. They won't allow good qualities to any one 


not even good-nature to our friend Mrs. Purfey. 


Crab. What! the old fat dowager that was at Mrs. 
Quadrille's lat night. | 

Mrs. Cand. Her bulk is her misfortune ; and when ſhe 
takes'ſuch pains to ged rid of it, you ought not to reflect 
on her. | 

L. Sneer. That's very true, indeed. 

IL. Teaz. Yes.---I am told ſhe abſolutely lives upon 
acids and ſmall whey, laces herſelf with pullies ;---often 
iu the hotteſt day in Summer, you ſhall ſee her on a little 
iquat poney, with her hair Maited and turned up like a 
N and away ſhe goes puffing round the ring in a 
full trot. : 

Sir Pet. Mercy on me! this is her own relation; a per- 
{on they dine with twice a week. . 

Mrs. Cand I vow you ſhan't beſo ſevere upon the dow- 
ager ; for, let me tell you, great allowances are to be 
made for a woman who God to paſs for a flirt at fix and 
tlurty. _ ip 

L. Sneer. Though ſurely ſhe's handſome till; and for 
the weakneſs in her eyes, conſidering how much ſhe reads 
by candle-light, 'tis not to be wondered at. 

Mrs. Cand. Very true; and for her manner, I think it 
very graceful, Bar” Provo. ſhe never had any education; for 
her mother, you know, was a Welſh milliner, and her fa- 
ther a ſugar-baker at Briſtol. 

Sir Beuj. Aye, you are both of you too good-natured, - 
Mrs. Cand. Well, I never will join in the ridicule of a 
friend; ſo I tell my coufin Ogle, and ye all know what 

pretenſions ſhe has to beauty. | 
Crab. She has the oddeſt countenance---a collection of 
teatures from all corners of the globe. 

Sir Benj. She has, indeed, an Iriſh front. 

Crab. Caledonian locks, 

Sir Benj. Dutch noſe, 

Crab. Auſtrian lips, 
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Sir Benj. The complexion of a Spaniard, 

Crab. And teeth a la Chinoiſe. | 

Sir Benz. In ſhort, her face reſembles a table drote at 

Spa, where no two gueſts are of a nation. 

Crab. Or a Congreſs at the cloſe of a general war, where 
every member ſeems to have a different intereſt, and the 

noſe and chin are the only parties likely to join iſſue. 

Sir Benj. Ha, a, ha. 

L. Sneer, Ha, ha, — Well, I vow you are a couple of 
provoking toads. 

Mrs. Cand. Well, I vow you ſhan't carry the laugh fo, 
---let me tell you that, Mrs. Ogle.--- 

Sir Pet. Madam, madam, tis impoſſibl to top thoſe 
good gentlemen's tongues z but when 1 tell you, Mrs. Can- 
dour, that the lady they are ſpeaking of is a particular 
friend of mine, I hope you will be ſo good as not to under- 
take her defence. 

L. Sneer. Well ſaid, Sir Peter; but you are a cruel crea-. 
ture, too phlegmatic yourſelf for a wit, and too peeviſh to 
allow 1t to others. 

Sir Pet. True wit, madam, is more nearly allied to 
nature than you are aware of. 


L. Teax. True, Sir Peter; I believe they are ſo near 


a-kin that they can never be united. 

Sir Benj. Or rather, madam, fuppoſe them to be man 
and wife, one ſo ſeldom ſees them together. 

L. Teax. But Sir Peter is ſuch an enemy to ſcandal, I 
believe he would have it put down by parliament. 

Sir Pet. Foregad, madam, if they conſidered the ſport- 
ing with reputations of as much conſequence as poaching 
on manors, and paſſed an a& for the preſcrvation of tame 
they would find many would thank them for the bill. 

7 Sneer. O lud !---Sir Peter would deprive us of our 
privileges, 

Sir Pet. Yes, madam ; and none then ſhould have the 
liberty to kill characters, and run down reputations, but 
privileged old maids, and diſappointed widows. 

L. Suter. Go, you monſter ! 

Mrs. Cand. But ſurely you would not be ſo ſevere on 
thoſe who only report what they hear ? 

Sir Pet. Yes, madam, I would have law for them too; 
and where-ever the drawer of the lie was not to be found, 


» 


me injured party ſhould have a right to come on any of 
che indorſers. 

Crab. Well, I verily believe there never was a ſcandal. 
ous ſtory without ſome foundation. | 

Fir Pet. Nine out of ten are formed on ſome malicious 
invention, or idle repreſentation, 

L. Sneer. Come, ladies, ſhall we.fit down to cards in the 
next room. 

ENTER a SERVANT, who whiſpers Sir PETER. 
Sir Pet. LIl come direQly--+T'llfteal away unperceived. 


4 Le. 

L. Sneer. Sir Peter, you're not leaving us. 

Sir Pet. I beg pardon, ladies, tis particular buſineſs and 
I muſt- But | leave my character behind me. Exit. 

Sir Benj. Well, certainly Lady Teazle, that Lord of yours 
is a ſtrange being; I could tell you ſome (tories of him would 
make y u laugh heartily, if he was not your huſband. 

L. Teax. Oh, never mind that.- This way. 

[ They wwalk up and exeunt. 

Jeſ. You take no pleaſure in this ſociety. 

Mar. How can I ? if, to raiſe a malicious ſmile at the 
misfortunes and infirmities of thoſe who are unhappy, be 
a proof of wit and humour, Heaven grant me a double 
portion of dulneſs. | 

Joſ. And yet, they have no malice in their hearts. 

Mar. Then it is the more inexcuſeable, ſince nothing 
but an ungovernable depravity of heart, could tempt them 
to ſuch a practice. f 

Joſ. And is it poſſible, Maria, that you can thus feel 
for others, and yet be cruel to me alone?---Is hope to be 
denied the tendereſt paſſion ? 

Mar. Why will you perſiſt to perſecute me on a ſubject 
on which you have long fince known my ſentiments. 

Joſ. Oh, Maria, you would be not thus deaf to me, but 
that Charles, that libertine, is ſtill a favoured rival. 

Mar. Ungenerouſly urged! but whatever my ſentiments 
are, with regard to that unfortunate young man, he aſſur- 
ed, I ſhall not conſider myſelf more bound to give him up, 
becauſe his misfortunes have loſt him the regard—even 
of a brother---[ Going out. 

Jo. Nay, Maria, you ſhall not leave me with a frown ; 
dy all that's honeſt Ifwear...[ Knecli, and ſees Lady Teazle 
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entering behind] Ah! Lady Teazle, ah! you ſhall not ſtir... 
55 Maria] I have the greateſt regard in the world for 
ady Teazle, but if Sir Peter was once to ſu 

Mar. Lady Teazle. 

I. Teax. What is all this, child! You are wanting in 
the next room. [ Exit Maria]J—— What is. the meaning 
of all this: What! did you take her for me? 

Joſ. Why, you muſt know—Maria—by ſome means 
ſuſpeting—the—great regard I entertain for your lady- 
Thip - was—was—threatening—If I did not deſiſt, to ac- 
quaint Sir Peter—and I---I---was juſt reaſoning with her 

L. Teax. You ſeem to have adopteda very tender method 
of reaſoning---pray, do you uſually argue on your knees ? 
Joſ. Why, you know, ſhe's but a cluld, and I thought 
a little bombaſt might be uſeful to keep her ſilent But, 
my dear Lady Teazle, when will you come and give me 
your opinion of my library. 

L. Teax. Why, I really begin to think it not ſo proper: 
and you know 1 admit you as a lover no farther than fa- 
ſhion dictates. 

*Foſ. Oh, no more ;---a mere Platonic Ciciſbeo, that eve- 
ry lady is entitled to, | 

L. Teaz. No further---and though Sir Peter's treatment 
may make me uneaſy, it ſhall never provoke mc 

Zoſ. To the only revenge in your power. 
I. Teax. Go, you inſinuating wretch——but we ſhall 
be miſſed, let us join the company. 

Jeſ. I'll follow your lady ſhip. 

L. Teaz. Don't ftay long, for I promiſe you Maria ſhan't 
come to hear any more of your reaſoning. [ Exit, 

Joſ. A 82 ſituation I am in- by gaining the wife I 
ſhall loſe the heireſs.---I at firſt intended to make her la- 
dyſhip only the inſtrument in my deſigns on Maria, but, --- 
I don't know how it 1s---F am become her ſerious admirer, 
I begin now to wiſh I had not made a point of gaining ſo 
very good a character, for it has brought me into ſo many 
confounded rogueries, that 1 fear I ſhall be expoſed at laſt, 


SCENE, Sir Peter Teazle's Houſe, 
ENTER SIR OLIVER and ROWLEY. 
Sir Oliv. Ha, ha, and ſo my old friend is married at laſt, 


eh Rowley, - · and to a young wife out of the country, he, 
* 
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ha, ha. That he ſhould buff to old bachelors ſo long, and 
dak into a hufband at laſt. 
for BY Kool. But let me beg of you, Sir, not to rally bim upon 
the ſubje&, for he cannot bear it, though he has been mar- 
. tied theſe ſeven months. . 
* Sir Oliv. Then he has been juſt half a year on the ſtool 
NS of repentance. Poor Sir Peter !-——But you ſay he has 
entirely given up Charles never ſees him, eh? | 
1 Roxwl. His prejudice againſt him is aſtoniſhing, and 1 
ly- Wl believe is greatly aggravated by a ſuſpicion of a connec- 
action between Charles and Lady Teazle, and ſuch a report 
„I know has been circulated and kept up, by means of La- 
10d dy Sneerwell, and a ſcandalous party who affociateat her 
houſe z where, I am convinced, if there is any partiality 
in the caſe, Joſeph is the favourite. | 
Sir Oliv. Aye, aye, —I know there are a ſet of miſ- 
chievous prating ofiips, both male and female, who mur- 
der characters to kill time, and rob a young fellow of his 
good name, before he has ſenſe enough to know the value 
of it: But I am not to be prejudiced againſt my nephew 
by any ſuch, I promiſe you ---No, no, if Charles has done 
nothing falſe or mean, I ſhall compound for his extrava- 
nce. 
Rowl. I rejoice Sir, to hear you ſay ſo; and am happy to 
find the ſon of my old maſter has one friend left however. 
Sir Oliv. What ! ſhall I forget, maſter Rowley, when 
I was at his years myſelf ?——Egad, neither my brother 
nor I were very prudent youths, and yet, I believe, you 
have not ſeen many better men than ycur old maſter was. 
an't Roaul. Tis that reſlection I build my hopes on---and, 
it. my life on't | Charles will prove deſerving of your kind- 
ite I Wneſs, —But here comes Sir Peter. 
la- ENTER SIR PETER, |» 
. Sir Pet. Where is he! Where is Sir Oliver — Ah, 
irer. my dear friend, I rejoice to ſee you !——You are welcome 
g ſo Indeed you are welcome you are welcome to 
any England a thouſand——and a thouſand times ! 
laſt, Sir Oliv. Thank you, thank you, Sir Peter and I 
am glad to find you ſo well, believe me. 
Sir Pet. Ah, Sir Oliver !---'Tis fixteen years ſince laff 


t laſt, faw each other many a bout we have had together 
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Sir Oliv. Aye! I have had NL what, K 
find you are married---hey, old boy —— Well, well, it 
can't be helped, and fo I wiſh you joy with all my heart. 

Sir Pet. Thank you, thank you Yes, Sir Oliver, I 
have entered into that happy — we won't talk 
of that now. 

Sir Oliv. That's true, Sir Peter, old friends ſhould not 
begin upon grievances at their firſt meeting, no, no, no. 

Rowl. [ Afide to Sir Oliver] Have a care, Sir ;---don't 
touch upon that ſubject. 

Sir Oliy, Well,. ſo one of my nephews, I find, is a 
wild young rogue. 

Sir Pet. Oh, my dear friend, Igrieve at your diſappoint- 
ment there—Charles is, indeed, a ſad libertine---but no 
matter, Joſeph will make you ample amends—every body 
ſpeaks well of him. 

Sir Oliv. I am very ſorry to hear it; he has too gooda 
character to he an honeſt fellow.---Every body ſpeaks well 
of him---pſhaw---then he has bowed as low to knaves and Bl thir 


fools, as to the honeſt dignity of genius aud virtue. his 
Sir Pet. What the plague ! are you angry with Joſeph of r 
for not making enemies. Mr 
Sir Oliy. Why not? if he has merit enough to deſerve $ 


em. 
Sir Pet. Well, well, fee him, and you'll be convinced then 
how worthy he i:,---He's a pattern for all the young menM torn 


of the age.---He's a man of the nobleſt ſentiments. on | 

Sir Oliv. Oh! plague of his ſentiments-- If he ſalutes you' 
me with a ſcrap of morality in his mouth I ſhall be fickWMtray: 
direftly.——But don't however miſtake me, Sir Peter, 1M 75. 
don't mean to defend Charles's errors; but before I form $; 
my judgment of either of them, I intend to make a trialMhas | 
of —— and my friend Rowley and I have plannec ſpeak 
ſomething for that purpoſe. I 

Sir Pet. My life on Joſeph's honour. knov 

Sir Oliv, Well, well, give us a bottle of good wine him 
and we'll drink your lady's health, and. tell you all ouMCh-r 


ſchemes. 
Sir Pet. Alons---done. 
Sir Oliv. And don't Sir Peter, be too ſevere againll 
our old friend's ſon- Odds my life, I am not ſorry he 
S run a little out of the courſe - for my part I hate t 
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eee prudence clinging to the green ſuckers of youth; tis 
it ee ivy round the faplin, and. ſpoils the growth of the 


'F tree. ekExeunt. 
A 

alk B 

* ACT III. 

SCENE, Sir Peter Teazle's Houſe, 

't ENTER SIX PETER, Sik OLIVER, and ROWLEY... 

| SIR PETER. 

is a ELL, well, we'll, ſee this man firſt, and then have 


our wine afterwards.---But Rowley, I don't ſee 
the jeſt of your ſcheme. 

Rowl. Why, Sir, this Mr. Stanley was a near relation of 
their mother's and formerly an eminent merchant in 
Dublin---he failed in trade, and is greatly reduced; he 
has applied by letter to Mr. Surface and Charles for aſ- 
fiſtance---from the former of whom. he has received no- 
thing but fair iſes ; while Charles, in the midſt of 
his own diſtreſſes, is at preſent endeavouring to raiſe a ſum 
of money, part of which I know he in for the uſe of 
Mr. Stanley. 

Sir Oliv. Aye---he's my brother's ſon. 

Rowl, Now, Sir, we ſe, that Sir Oliyer ſhall viſit 
them hoth, in the character of Mr. Stanley; as I have in- 


formed them he has obtained leave of his creditors to wait 
on his friends in perſon---and in the younger, believe me 
lutesſ you'll find one, who, in the midſt of diſſipation and ex- 
e ickWMtravagance, has ſtill, as our immortal bard expreſſes it, 


a tear for pity, and a hand open as day for melting charity. 
Sir Pet. What ſignifies his open hand ard purſe, if he 
has nothing to give? But where is this perſon you were 
ſpeakin of? | | 
Rowwl, Below, Sir, waiting your commands---You muſt 
know, Sir Oliver, this is a friendly Jew ;. one who, to do 
him juſtice, has done every thing in his power to aſſiſt 
Charles--Who waits--{ Enter a Servant}--Delire Mr. Mo- 
es to walk up. [ Exit Servant. 
Sir Pet. But how are you ſure he'll ſpeak truth? 
Rowl, Why, Sir, I have perſuaded him there's no pro- 
ect of his being paid ſeveral. ſums of money he has ad- 
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vanced for Charles, but through the bounty of Sir Oliver, 

who he knows is in town; therefore you may depend on 

his being faithful to his intereſt---Oh ! here comes the 

honeſt Iſraelite. 
. ENTER MosEs. 

Sir Oliver, this is Mr. Moſes.— Mr. Moſes, this is Sir 


Oliver. 


Sir Oliv. I underſtand you have lately had great deal- 
ings with my nephew Charles. 

Mof. Ves, Sir Oliver---I have done all I could for him, 
---hut he was ruined before he came to me for aſſiſtance. 

Sir Oliv. That was unlucky truly, for you had no op- 
portunity of ſhewing your talent. 


Moſ. None at all; I had not the pleaſure of knowing 


his diſtreſſes, till he was ſome thouſands worſe than no- 
thing. 

Si Oliv. Unfortunate indeed] But I ſuppoſe you have 
done all in your power for him. | 

Moef. Yes, he — that--- This very evening I was to 
have brought him a gentleman from the city, who does 
not know him, and will advance him ſome monies. 

Sir Pet. What! a perſon that Charles has never bor- 
rowed money of before, lend him any in his preſent cir- 
cumſtances. | 

Mof. Les — 

Sir Oli. What is the gentleman's name ? 

Moſ. Mr Premium, of Crutched Friars, formerly a 
broker. 

Sir Pet. Does he know Mr. Premium ? 

Mof. Not at all. 

Sir Pet. A thought ſtrikes me--- Suppoſe, Sir Oliver, 
vou was to viſit him in that character; "twill be much 
better than the romantic one of an old relation; you will 
_ have an opportunity of ſeeing Charles in all his 

ory. | 
Sir Oliv. Egad, I like that idea better than the other, 
and then I may viſit Joſeph afterwards as old Stanley. 

Row'l. Gentlemen, this is taking Charles, rather una- 
wares ; but Moſes, you underſtand Sir Oliver, and I dare 
ſay will be faithful. 2 

Moſ. You may depend upon me. This is very nearly 
the ome I was to have gone. | 
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rs Sir Oliv. T'll accompany you as ſoon as you pleaſe, 
on Moſes— But hold—I had forgot one thing — how the 
he plague ſhall I be able to paſs 2 a Jew? t 

Meſ. There is no need—the principal is a Chriſtian, 

Sir Olio. Is he I am very ſorry for it—But then again, 
Sir am I too ſmartly dreſſed to look like a money-lcnder ? 

Sir Pet. Not at all—it would not be out of character if 
al- you went in your own charict—Would it, Moſes ? 

Moſ. Not in the leaſt, 
m, Sir Oliv, Well, but how muſt I talk? There's certain- 
e. ly ſome can't of uſury, or mode of treating, that I ought 
op- to know. 

Sir Pet. As I take it, Sir Oliver, the great point is to 
ing be exorbitant in your demands.— Eh, Moſes? 
no- Moſ. Ves, dat is a very great point. 

Sir Oliv. I'll anſwer for't I'll not be wanting in that; 
ave Wl cight or ten per cent. on the loan at leaſt, 

/. Oh! if you aſk him no more as dat you'll be dif. 
sto covered immediately. 
loes Sir Oliv. Hey, what the plague—How much then? 

Mof. That depends upon the circumſtances—if he ap- 
Dor - Wl pears not very anxious for the ſupply, you ſhould require 
cir- only forty-or fifty per cent. but if you find him in great di- 


ſtreſs, and he wants money very bad, you mult aſk double. 

Sir Pet. Upon my word, Sir Oliver—Mr. Premium I 
mean—'tis a very pretty trade you're learning. 

Str Oliv. Truly I think ſo; and not unprofitable. 

Moſ. Then you know you have not the money yourſelf, 
but are forced to borrow it cf a friend. 

Sir Oliv. Oh! I borrow it for him of a friend—do I ? 
liver, Mof. Yes, and your friend's an unconſcionable dog 
much but you can't help dat. | 

Sir Olid. Oh! my friend's an unconſcionable dog—is he? 

Moſ. And then he himſelt has not the monies by him, 
but is forced to ſell ſtock at a great loſs. 

Sir Oliv, He's forced to ſell ſtock at a great loſs 
Well, really that's very kind of him. 

Sir Pet. But hark'ye, Moſes, if Sir Oliver was to rail 
a little at the annuity bill, don't you think it would have a 
good effect? 

Meſ. Very much. 


Rowl, And lament that 2 young man muſt now come 
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to years of diſcretion, before he has it in his power to 
rum hicaſelf, | | 

Hof. Aye! a great pity. | 

Sir Pet. Yes, and Abbie the public for allowing merit 
to a bill, whoſe only object was to preſerve youth and in- 
experience from the rapacious gripe of uſury, and to give. 
the young heir an opportunity of enjoying his fortune, 
without being ruined by coming into — 

Sir Oliv. So—ſo,—— Moſes ſhall give me further in- 
ſtructions as we ga tagether. 


Str Pet. You'll ſcarce have time to learn your trade, for 


Charles lives but hard by. 

Sir Oliv. Oh! never fear—my tutor appears ſo able 
that tho Charles lived in the next ſtreet, it muſt be my 
oven fault if I am not a complete rogue before J have turn- 


ed the corner. [ Exeunt Fir Oliver and Moſes, 


Sir Pet. So Rowley, you would have been partial, and 


ziven Charles notice of our plot. 
Rowwl. No indeed, Sir Peter. 


Sir Pet. Well, I. ſee Maria coming, I want to have 


ſame talk with her. [Exit Rowley. 
ENTER MARIA, 
So Maria, What, is Mr. Surface come home with you? 

Mar. No, Sir, he was engaged. 

Fir Pet. Maria, IT with you were more ſenſible to his 
excellent qualities, - does not every time you are in his, 
company convince you of the merit of that amiable young 
man ? 


Mar. You know, Sir Peter, I have often told you, that. 


of all the men who. have paid me a particular attention, 
there is not one I would not ſooner prefer, than Mr. Sur- 
face. 

Sir Pet. Aye, aye, this blindneſs to his meritproceeds 
from your attachment to that profligate brother of his. 

Mar. This is unkind ; you know, at your requeſt, I. 
have forborn to ſee or correſpond with him, as I have long 
been convinced he is unworthy my regard ; but while my; 
reaſon condemns his vices, my heart ſuggeſts ſome pity for 
his misfortunes. | 

Sir Pet. Ah! you had beſt reſolve to think of him no 

more, but give your heart and hand to a worthier object. 

Mar. Never to his brother, 
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Sir Pet. Have a care, Maria, I have not yet made you 
know what the authority of a guardian is, don't force me 
to exert it. + 

Mar. 1 know, that for a ſhort time I am to obey you 
as my father, but muſt ceaſe to think you fo, when you 
would compel me to be miſerable. [ Exit in tears. 

Sir Pet. Sure never man was plagued as I am; I had 
not been married above three weeks, before her father, a 
hale hearty man died, ---on purpole, I believe, to plague 
me with the care of his daughter : but here comes my 
help-mate, ſhe ſeems in mighty good humour; I wiſh E 
could teize her into loving me a little. 

ENTER LaDY TEAZLE. 

J.. Teaz. What's the matter, Sir Peter > What have 
you done to Maria? It is not fair toquarrel, and I not by: 

Sir Pet. Ah! Lady Teazle, it is in your power to put 
me into good humour at any time. 

L. Teax. Is it? I am glad of it---for I want you to be 
in a monſtrous good humour now; come, do be good hu- 
moured, and let me have two hundred pounds. 

Sir Pet. What the plague ! ean't I be in a good humour 
without paying for it- But look always thus, and you 
ſhall want for nothing. | Pulls out à pocket book.) There, 
there's two hundred pounds for you, [going to kiſs] now 
ſcal me a bond for the repayment. ' 

L. Teaz; No, my note of hand will do as well. [ Giving 
ber band.] 

Sir Pet. Well, well, I muſt be- ſatisfied with that--- 
you ſhan't much longer reproach me for not. having made 
you a proper ſettlement I intend ſhortly to ſurpriſe 
you.. 4 ; | 
L. Teaz. Do you? You can't think, Sir Peter, how 
good humour becomes you; now you look. juſt as you did 
before I married you. 

Sir Pet. Do I indeed? 

L. Teax. Don't you remember when you uſed to walk 
with me under the elms, and tell me ſtories of what a gal- 
lant you were in your youth, and aſked me if I could like 
an old fellow, who could deny nothing. 

Sir Pet. Aye, and you were ſo attentive and obliging. 
to me then. a 


I. Teaz, Aye, to be fore 1 was, and uſed to take your 
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* againſt all my acquaintance; and when my couſn 
ophy uſed to laugh at me, ſor thinking of marrying a man 
old enough to be my father, and call you an ugly, ſtiff, 
formal old bachelor, I contradicted her, and ſaid I did 
not think you ſo ugly by any means, and that I dared ſay 
you would make a good fort of a huſband. 

Sir Pet. That was very kind of you---Well, and you 


were not miſtaken, you have found it ſo, have not you 


But ſhall we always live thus happy ? | 

L. Teaz. With all my heart ;—I'm—1I don't care how 
ſoon we leave off quarrelling—provided you will own you 
are tired firſt. | 

Sir Pet. With all my heart. 

L. Tzaz. Then we ſhall be as happy as the day is long, 
and never, never,—never quarrel more. 

Sir Pet. Never—never—nerer—and let our future con- 
teſt be, who ſhall be moſt obliging. 

L. Teaz. Aye | 

Sir Pet. But, my dear Lady Teazle—my love, in—in- 
dced you mult keep a ſtrict watch over your tem per- for 
you know, my dear, that in all our diſputes and quarrels, 
you always begin firlt. 

L. Teaz. No, no, Sir Peter, my dear, tis always you 
that begins. 

Sir Pet. No, no---no ſuch thing. 

L. Teaz. Have a care, this is not the way to live hap- 
py if you fly out thus. 

Sir Pet. No, no---"tis you. 

L. Teaz. No- - tis you. 

Sir Pet. Zounds ! I far 'tis you. 

I. Teax. Lord! I never ſaw fuch a man in my liſe 
juſt what my couſin Sophy told me. 

Sir Pet. Your couſin Sophy is a forward, ſaucy, im- 
pertinent mwx. 

J. Teaz. You are a very great bear, I am ſure, to abuſe 
my relations. 

Sir Pet. But Im well enough ſerved for marrying you 
---a pert, forward, rural conquette ; who had refuſed half 
the honeſt *ſquires in the country. 

L. Teax. I am ſure I was agreat fool for marrying you 
---a ſtift, crop, dangling old bachelor, who was unmar- 
ried at fifty, becauſe no body would haye him, 
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Sir Pet. You was very glad to have me — you never had 
ſuch an offer before. 

IL. Teaz. Oh, yes I had There was Sir Tivey Terrier, 
who, every body ſaid, would be a better match; for his 
eſtate was full as good as yours, and—he has broke his 
neck ſince we were married. 

Sir Pet. Very very well, madam — you're an ungrate- 
ful woman; and may plagues light on me, if I ever try 
to be friends with you again. —Vou ſhall have a ſeparate 
maintenance. ; 

L. Teax. By all means a ſeparate maintenance. 

Sir Pet. Very well, madam——Oh, very well, Aye, 
madam, and I believe the ſtories of you and Charles, 
of you and Charles, madam, were not without foun- 
dation. 

L. Teax. Take care, Sir Peter; take care what you ſay, 
for I won't be ſuſpected. without a cauſe, I promiſe you. 

Sir Pet. A divorce ! 

J. Teax. Aye, a. divorce. 

Sir Pet, Aye, zounds! I'll make an example of myſelf 
for the benefit of all old bachelors. | 

L. Teax. Well, Sir Peter, I ſee you are going to be in 
a paſſion, ſo I'll leave you, and when you come properly 
to your temper, we ſhall be the happieſt couple in the 
world; and never—never—quarrel more. Ha, ha, ha. 

Exit. 

Sir Pet. What the devil! can't I make her _— nei- 
ther.— I'll afger her Zounds - ſhe muſt not preſume to 
keep her temper—No, no, —ſhe may break my heart— 
but damn it—T'm determined ſhe ſhan't keep her * 

Exit. 


SCENE, Charles's Houſe. 
EN TRR TRI, SIR OLIVER, and Moss. 
Trip. This way, gentlemen, this way.—Moſes, what's 


the gentleman's name? 


Sir Oliv. Mr. Moſes what's my name? [ Aide. 
Mof. Mr. Premium ,— | . 
Trip. Oh, Mr. Premium very well. [ Exit. 


Sir Oliv. To judge by the ſervant, one would not ima- 
gine the maſter was rumed—Sure this was my brother's. 
houſe, ; 
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Mof. Ves, Sir,—Mr. Charles bought it of Mr. Joſeph 
with furniture, pictures, &c. juſt as the old gentleman 
— it. Sir Peter thought it a great piece of extravagance 
in him. 

Sir Oliv. In my mind, the other's œõmemy in ſelling 
it to him, was more reprehenſible by half. 

| ENTER TRIP. 
Trip. Gentlemen, my maſter is very ſorry he has com- 
ny at preſent, and-cannot ſee you. 

Sir Olib. If he knew who it was that wanted to ſee. 
him, perhaps he would not have ſent ſuch a meſſage. 

Trip. Oh! Yes, I told him who it was—I did not for- 
get my little Premium, no, no. 

Sir Oliv. Very well, Sir; and pray what may your 
name be? | | 

Trip. Trip, Sir; 2 at your ſervice. 

Sir Oliv. Very well, Mr. Trip you have a pleaſant 
fort of a place here, I gueſs. 8 

Trip. Pretty well. — There are four of us, ho paſs 
our time agreeably enough—Our wages, indeed, are but 
ſmall, and ſometimes a little in arrear We have but 
fifty guineas a year, and find our own bags and bouquets. 

Sir Oliv, Bags and Bouquets !—Halters and baſtinados! 

Trip. Oh, Moles, hark ye— did you, get Ahat. little bill 
diſcounted for me? 


Sir Oliv, Wants to raiſe money too !—Merey on mel 


— He has diſtreſſes, I warram, like a lord, and effects 
creditors and duns. | [ ade, 
 Mof. "Twas not be done, indeed, Mr. Trip. 
| [Gives the note. 
Trip. No! Why I thought when my friend Bruſh had 
ſ-t his mark on it, it was as good as caſh. 
Mof. No indeed, it would not do. 
Trip. Perhaps you could get it done by way of annuity, 
Sir Oliv. An annuity! A footman raiſe money by an- 
nuity !—Well ſaid, luxury, egad. [ Aide. 
| 50 Well, but you muſt inſure your place. 
Trip. O! I'll inſure my life, if you pleaſe. 
Str Oliv. That's more than IT would your neck. [ Afide. 
Trip. Well, but I ſhould like to have it done hefore 


this damn'd regiſtry takes place; one would not wiſh to 
have one's name made public. 4 


by 
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Mz. No certainly—But is there nothing you could de- 
poſit ? 1. | 
rij. Why there's none of my maſter's clothes will 
fall very ſoon, I believe; but I can give a mortgage on 
ſome of his winter ſuits, with equity of redemption before 
Chriſtmas——or a prft obit on his blue and ſilver. Now 
theſe, with a few pair of point ruffles, by way of ſecurity, 

[bell rings] coming, coming. Gentlemen, if you'll walk 
this way, perhaps I may introduce you now. Moſes, 
don't forget the annuity—PF'll inſure my place, my little 
fellow. | 

Sir Oliv. If the man is the ſhadow of the maſter, this 


is the temple of Diſſipation indeed. ' [Exit Omnes, 
CHARLES, "CARELESS, SiR Tony, and Gentlemen 
| diſcovered drinking. | 


Char. Ha, ha, ha Fore heaven you are in the 
right—the degeneracy.of the age is aſtoniſhing; there are 
many of our acquaintance who are men of wit, genius, 
and ſpirit, but then they won't drink. 

Care. True, Charles; they fink into the more ſubſtan- 
tial luxuries of the table, and quite negle& the battle. 

Char. Right---beſides, ſociety ſuffers by it; for inſtead 
of the mirth and humour that uſed to mantle over a bot- 
tle of Burgandy, their converſation is become as inſipid 
as the Spa water they drink, which has all the pertneſs 
of Champaigne, without its ſpirit or flavour. | 

Sir Toby. But what will you ſay to thoſe who prefer 

lay to the bottle? There's Harry, Dick, and Care- 
ſs himſelf, who are under a hazard regimen. 212 

Char. Pſha ! no ſuch thing- What, would you train a 
horſe for the courſe by keeping him from corn ?---Let me 
throw upon a bottle of Burgandy, and I never loſe; at 
leaſt I never feel my loſs, and that's the ſame thing. 

V Gent, True; beſides, tis wine that determines if a 


man be really in love. 


Char. So it is Fill up a dozen bumpers to a dozen 
beauties, and ſhe that floats at the top, is the girl that has 
bewitched you, | ne SE peas 

Care, But come, Charles, you have not given us your 
real favourite. 


Char, Faith, I have withheld her only in compaTion 
C 4 
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to you, for if I give her, you muſt toalt a round of her 
peers, which is impoſſible [cb] on earth. 

Care. We'll toaſt ſome heathen deity, or celeſtial god- 
Ceſs, to match her. 

Char. Why then burmpers——bumpers all around 

Here's Maria—Maria.— [ 

1/t Gent. Maria—pſha, give us her firname. 

Chay. Pſha 
be regiſtered'on tove's kalendar. 

1/ Gent. Maria then—Here's Maria. 

Sir Toby. Maria—Come, here's Maria. 

Cha. Come, Sir Toby, have a care; you muſt give a 
beauty ſuperlative. 

Sir Toby. Then I'll give you——Here's—— 

Care. Nay, never heſitate, but Sir Toby has got a ſong 
that will excuſe him. 

Cmnes. The ſcng—the ſong. 


SONG. 


Here's to the maiden of bluſhing fiſteen, 
Now to the widow of fifty, 
Here's to the flaunting extravagant quean, 
And then to the houſewife that's thrifty. 
Let the toaſt paſs, drink to ihe laſs, 
I warrant ſbe'il fird an excuſe for the glaſt. 


Here's to the charmer whoſe dimples we prize; . 
Now to the damſel with none, Sir; 
Here's to the maid with her pair of blue eyes, 
And now to the nymph with but one, Sir. 
Tet the toaſt paſs, &c. 


Here's to the maid with her boſom of ſnow, 
Now to her that's as brown as a herry; 
Kere's to the wife with her face full of woe, 
And now to the damfel that's merry. 
Let the toaſt paſs, &c. | { 


For let them be clumſy, or let them be ſlim, 
Young or ancient I care not a feather ; 
So fill us a bumper quite up to the brim, 
And e en let us toaſt them together. 


Hang her ſirname, that's too formal to 


her 
od- 


2 


ng 
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Tir enters and whiſpers CHARLES. _ 

Char. Gentlemen, I muſt beg your pardon? [ring] I 
muſt leave yau upon buſineſs—Careleſs, take the chair. 

Care. What, this is ſome wench—but we won't loſe 
you for her. ; 

Char. No, upon my honour It is only a Jew anda bro- 
ker that are come by appointment. | 

Care. A Jew and a broxer! We'll have em in. 

Char. Then defire Mr. Moſes to walk in. 

Trip. And little Premium too, Sir. 

Care. Aye, Moſes aud Premium. ¶ Exit Trip] Charles, 
we'll give the raſcals ſome generous Burgandy. 

Char. No, hang it—wine but draws forth the natural 
qualities of a man's heart, and to make them drink, would. 
only be to whet their knavery. 

ENTER SIR OLIVER and Moss. 
Walk in, gentlemen, walk in; Trip, give chairs; fit down 
Mr. Premium, fit down Moſes. Glaſſes, Trip; come, Mo- 
ſes, I'll give you a ſentiment. ** Here's ſucceſs to uſury. 
Moſes, fill the gentleman a bumper. 

Mof. ** Here's ſucceſs to uſury. 

: Care. True, Charles, uſury is induſtry, and deſerves to- 
ucceed. 

Sir Oly. Then here's All the ſucceſs it deſerves.” 

Care. Oh, dam'me,, Sir, that won't do; you demur to- 
the toaſt, and ſhall drink it in a pint bumper at leaft.. 

Maſ. Oh, pray, Sir, conſider Mr. Premium is a gentleman. 

Care. And therefore loves good wine, and I'll ſee ju- 
ſtice done to the bottle.—Fill, Moſes, a quart. 

har. Pray, conſider gentlemen, Mr. Premium is a 
ſtranger, | 

Sir Oliv, I wiſh I was out of their company. [A4/ide. 

Care. Come along, my boys, if they won't drink with 
us, we'll not ſtay with them.; the dice are in the next room 
—You'll ſettle your buſineſs, Charles, and come to us. 

Char. Aye, aye——But, Careleſs, you muſt be ready, 
perhaps I may have occaſion for you. 

Care. Aye, aye, bill, bond, or _—_— tis all the ſame- 
to me, [ Exit with the reft.. 


Moſ. Mr. Premium is a gentleman of the ſtricteſt ho 
nour and ſecrecy, and always performs what he under 
takes Mr. Premium, this is—-[ formally. ] 


12 ur schob 


Char. Pſha ! hold your tongue — my friend, Moſes, 
Sir, is a very honeſt fellow, but a little ſlow at expreſſion 
ſhall cut the matter very ſhort ;——T'm an extrava. 
gant young fellow that wants to borrow money; and 
you, as I take it, are a prudent old fellow who has got 
money to lend-——I am fuch a fool as to give fifty per 
cent. rather than go without it; and you, I ſuppoſe, are 
rogue enough to take an hundred if you can get it. And 
now we underſtand one another, and may proceed to bu- 
ſineſs without further ceremony. 

Sir Oliv. Exceeding frank, upon my word—1 ſee you 


* 
= 


= 


* 
Lond 


= 

— 
O 

a 2 


are not a man of compliments. | 

Char. No, Sir. | 

Sir Oliv. Sir, I like you the better for ii However you 
are miſtaken in one thing ; I have no money to lend, but 
I believe I could procure you ſome from a friend; but then 
he's a damn'd unconſcionable dog; is he not, Moſes ? 

Mof. Ves, but you can't help that. 

Sir Ohv. And then, he has not the money by him, but 
muſt ſel] ſtock at a great loſs. Muſt he not, Mofes? 

Mof. Ves, indeed You know I always ſpeak · the 
truth, and ſcorn to tell a he. 

Char. Aye, thoſe who ſpeak truth uſually do——And 
Sir, I muſt pay the difference, I ſuppoſe——Why look'ye, 
Mr. Premium, I know that money is not to be had without 
paying for it. 

Sir Oliv. Well—bvtwhat ſecurity could you give 
You have not any land, I ſuppoſe ? 

Char. Not a mole-hill, nor a twig, but what grows in 
bow-pots out at the windows. 

Sir Oliv. Nor any {tcck, I preſume. | 

. Char. None, but live ſtock, and they are only a few 
pointers and ponies.— But pray, Sir, are you acquainted 
with any of my connections? 

Sir Oliv. To ſay the truth, I am. 

Char. Then you muſt have heard that I have a rich old 
uncle in India, Sir Oliver Surface, from whom I have the 
greateſt expectations. 

Sir Oliu. That you have a wealthy uncle, I have heard; 
but how your expectations will turn out is more, I believe, 
than you can tell. | 
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ofes, Char. Oh yes, Pm told I am a monſtrous favourite; 
ſion Wand that he intends leaving me every thing. 
AVa- Sir Oliv. Indeed! this is the firſt time J have heard of it. 
and Char. Yes, yes, he intends making-me his heir—Does 
s got Ihe not, Moſes? | 
per Moſ. O yes, T'll take my oath of that. 
, are Sir Oliv. Egad, they'll perſuade me preſently that Im 
And Wat Bengal. | [ Afide. 
| bu- Char. Now what T propoſe, Mr. Premium, is to give 
ou a foff obit on my uncle's life. Though indeed my un- 
you cle Noll has been very kind to me, and upon my ſoul, I 
" Whhall be ſincerely ſorry to hear any thing has happened to 
him. | 
you Sir Oliv. Not more than I ſhonld, I aſſure you. But 
but ehe bond you mention happens to be the worſt ſecurity 
then Nou could offer me, for I might live to bean hundred, and 
? never recover the-principal. i 
Char. Oh, yes you would, for the moment he dies, you 
but Wcome upon me for the money. 
| Sir Olio. Then I believe I ſhould be the moſt unwel. 
the ¶ come dun you ever had in your life. 
Cbar. What, you are afraid, my little Premium, that 
And y uncle is too good a life. 
K ye, Sir Olio. No, indeed, I am not; though I have heard 
hout Ibe's as hale, and as hearty, as any man of his years in 
Chriſtendom. 
— Char. Oh, there you are mĩſinformed. No- no, poor 
incle Oliver! he breaks apace. The climate, Sir, has 
vs in Murt his conſtitution, and I'm told he's ſo much altered 
f late, that his neareſt relations don't know him. | 
Sir Oliv. No4 ha, ha, ha; ſo much altered of late, 
at his neareſt relations would not know him. Ha, ha, 
ha, that's droll egad! | 
Char. What, you are pleaſed to hear he's on the decline, 
my little Premium. | 
Sir Olv. No, I am not, NO, NO, NO. 
Char. Yes you are, for it mends your chance. 
Sir Oliv, But I am told Sir Oliver is coming over 
Nay, ſome ſay he is actually arrived. 
Char. Oh, there you are mifinformed again——-No—no 


ſuch thing——he. is this. moment at. Bengal, What! I 
nuſt certainly know better than you. 


. = — 
1” oo Fo 
1 — Wm _ 


> — — — 


AA 


2 C 
r — 

2 1 R 5 
—ͤ— 2 ie 
89 * 

— — 


4 
—_— „ 


43 
: : 
1 
75 
3 
1 
1 
14.44 
: 51 
. 1 
* 


4k THE SCHOOL 


Sir Oliv. Very true, as you ſay, you muſt know better 
than I; though I have it from very good authorit/ 
Have I not, Moſes ? : - 

Mof. Moſt undoubtedly. . 

Sir Oliv. But, Sir, as I underſtand you want a few 
hundreds immediately, is there nothing that you would 
diſpoſe of ? s 

Char. How do you mean? But 

Sir Otrv. For inſtance, now: I have heard your father 7 
left behind him a great quantity of maſſy old plate. 

Char. Yes, but that is gone long ago Moſes can in- 0 
form you how, better than I can. 

Sir Oliv. Good lack! all the family race cups, and cor- ? 
aer bowls gone! { Aſide.] It was alſo ſuppoſed, that 8 

is library was one of the moſt valuable and complete. 0 

Char. Much too large and valuable for a private gen- 
tleman ; for my part, I was always of a communicative 
diſpoſition, and thought it a pity to keep ſo much Know- 
ledge to myſelf. f 


Sir Oliv. Merey on me! knowledge that has run'in the * 
family like an heir- loom. ¶ Aſide.] And pray, how may rel 
they have been diſpoſed of ? $ 


Char. O ! you muſt aſk the auctioneer that——1 don't 
believe even Moſes can direct you there. 

Mofſ. No I never meddle with books. 

Sir Oliv. The profligate ! ¶ Aſide.] And is there nothing 
you can diſpoſe of ? P. 

Char. Nothing unleſs you have a taſte for old fami- WJ" * 
ly pictures. I have a whole room full of anceſtors above 

_ © ot | 

Sir Oliv, Why ſure you would not ſell your relations ? 
Char. Every ſoul of them to the beſt bidder. 

Sir Oliv. Not your great uncles and aunts. 

Char. Aye, and my grandfathers and. grandmothers, 

Sir Oliv. T'll never forgive him this. [ Aide. ] Why! 
=— What !——Do you take me for — in the Play, 
to raiſe money from me on your own fleſh and blood! 

Char. Nay, don't be in a paſſion my little Premium; 
what is it to you if you have your money's worth ? 

Sir Oliv. That's very true, as you ſay—— Well, well, 
1 believe I can diſpoſe of the family canvas, I'll never 
vrgive him this. [A/idee 
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ENTER CARELESS, 
Care. Come, Charles, what the devil are you doing fo 
long with the broker We are waiting for you. 

Char. Oh! Careleſs, you are juſt come in time, we are 
o have a ſale above ſtairs—— I am going to fell all my 
anceſtors to little Premium. 

Care. Burn your anceſtors ! 

Char. No, no, he may do that afterwards if he will. 
But Careleſs, you ſhall be auQtioneer. 

Care. With all my heart—TI handle a hammer as well 
as a dice box a going g going. ä 

Char. Bravo !—— And Moſes, you ſhall be appraiſer, 
if we want one. 

Moſ. Yes, I'll be the appraiſer. 

Sir Oliv. Oh the profligate ?! [ Aide, 

Char. But what's the matter, my little Premium ? You 
don't ſeem to reliſh this buſineſs. | 

Sir Oliv. | Aﬀeting to laugh.) Oh yes, Ido, vaſtly ; ha, 
ha, ha, I Oh the prodigal ! [ A/ide. 

Char. Very true; for when a man wants money, who 


4 the devil can he make free with, if he can't with his own 
) Wrclations. [Exit. 

er” Sir Oliv. [ following.) I'll never forgive him. 

ung 42 $5: 

mi. ETER CARELESS, SIR OLIVER, CHARLES, and MOSES. 

dove CHARLES. 


ALK in, gentlemen, walk in; here they are—the 
tamily of the Surfaces up to the Conquelt. 
Sir Oiiv. And, in my opinion, a goodly collection. 
Char. Aye, there they are, done in the true ſpirit and 
Kyle of portrait-painting, and not like our modern Ra- 
phaeis, who will make your picture independent of your- 
{elf no, the great merit ot theſe are, the inveierate hke- 
neſs they bear to the originals. All ſtiff and aukward as 
they were, and like nothing in human nature beſides. 
Sir Oliv. Oh, we ſhall never ſee ſuch figures of men again. 
Char. J hope not You fee, Mr. Premium, what a 
omeſtie man I am ; here I fit of an evening ſurrcunded 
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by my anceſtors—— But come, let us proceed to buſineſs. 
To your pulpit, Mr. Auctioneer— Oh, here's a 


chair of my father's that ſeems fit for nothing elſe. 
Care. very thing — but what ſhall I do for. a ham- well 
mer, Charles? An auctioneer is nothing without a hammer, er 
Char. A hammer! [ hoking round]—Let's fee, what have * 
we here Sir Richard, heir to Robert — a genealogy in 0 
full, egad—— Here, Careleſs, you ſhall have no common bus 
bit of mahogany ; here's the — tree, and now you iT 
may knock 2. my anceſtors with their own pedigree. po 
Sir Oliv. What an unnatural rogue he is !——An ex. 6 
pert facto parricide. [ Aide, | 
Care. Gad, Charles, this is lucky; it will not only ferve þ ” 
for an hammer but a catalogue too, if we ſhould want it. 3 
Char. True Come, here's my great uncle Sir Richard i be 
Ravelin, a marvellous good general in his day —He BW 
ſerved in all the Duke af Marlborough's wars, and got t 5 
that cut over his eye at the battle of Malplaquet— He is C 
rot dreſſed out in feathers like our modern captains, but 
enveloped in wig and regimentals, as a general ſhould be, 95 
What ſay you, Mr. Premium? | 
Moſ. Mr. Premium would have you ſpeak. | EN 
Char. Why, you ſhall. have him for ten pounds, and 8; 
I'm ſure that's cheap for a ſtaff- officer. by 
Sir Oliv. Heaven deliver me! his great uncle Sir Rich- Ap 
ard going for ten pounds.—[ A/ide.]—Well, Sir, I take him * 
at that price. Cl 
Clax. Careleſs, Knock down my uncle Richard, C 
Care. Going, going———a going gone. Cl 
Char. This is a maiden ſiſter of his, my great aunt De- Wi 
borah, done by Kneller, thought to be one of his beſt pic- gry 
tures, and eſteemed a very formidable likeneſs. There the Bi . 
fits, as a ſnepherdeſs feeding her flock. You ſhall have her 95 
for five pounds ten. I'm ſure the ſheep are worth the money. Ne * 
Sir Oliv. Ah, poor aunt Deborah! a woman that ſet — 
ſuch a value on herſelf, going for five pounds ten. [ A/ide] Wi G, 
Well, Sir, ſhe's mine. | 0, 
Char. Knock down my aunt Deborah, Careleſs. * 
Care. Gone. | 0 5 
Char. Here are two couſins of their Moſes, theſe Bi - , 
= were done when beaux wore periwigs, and ladies tent 
own hair. "Fa 
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fir Oliv, Ves truly—Head dreſſes ſeem. to have been 
fm.ewhat lower in thoſe days. f 

Char. Here's a grandfather of my mother's, a judge 
well known on the weſtern circuit, What will you give 
for him? | | | 

Moſ. Four guineas. 

Cbar. Four guineas! why you don't bid the price of 
his wig. Premium, you have more reſpe& for the wool- 
ſack ; do let me knock him down at fifteen. 

Sir Oliv. By all means. 

Care. Gone. 

Char. Here are two brother's, William. and Walter 
Blunt, Eſqrs. both members of parliament, and great ſpea- 
kers; and what's very extraordinary, I believe this is the 
firſt time they were ever bought or ſold. 

Sir Oliv, That's very extraordinary indeed! T'll take 
them at your own price, far the' honour of parliament. 

Char. Well ſaid, Premium. 

Care. T'll knock them down at forty pounds Going 
—Z0\Ng——gone. 

Char. Here's a jolly, portly fellow; I don't know what. 
clation he is to the family; but he was formerly mayor. 
of Norwich, let's knock him down at eight pounds. 

Sir Oliv. No, I think fix is enough for a mayor. 

Char. Come, come, make it guineas and I'll throw you 
he two aldermen into the bargain. 

Sir Ov. They are mine. 

Char, Careleſs, knock down the mayor and aldermen. 

Care. Gone. 

Char. But hang it, we ſhall be all day at this rate; 
ome, come, give me three hundred pounds, and take all 
dn this fade the room in a lump——that will be tae beſt 


ay. 

Sir Oliv, Well, well, any thing to accommodate you z. 
ey are mine. ——But there's. one portrait you have al- 
ays paſſed over, | 8 

Oore. What, that little ill-looking fellow over the ſettee. 
Sir Oliv. Ves; Sir, tis that I mean but JI don't think. 
im ſo ill- looking a fellow by any means. | 

Char. That's the picture of my uncle Sir Oliver—Be- 
dre he went abroad it was done, and is eſteemed a.vexp 


reat likeneſs, 
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Care. That your uncle Oliver! Then in my opinion 
ou will never be friends, for he is one of the moſt (tern 
looking rogues I ever beheld; he has an unforgiving eye, 
and a damn'd diſinheriting coumenance. Don't you think 
fo, little Premium? 
Sir Oliv. Upon my ſoul I do not, Sir; I think it as 
Honeſt a looking face as any in the room, dead or alive. 
——But I ſuppoſe your uncle Oliver goes with the reſt of 
the lumber. 

Char. No, hang it, the old gentleman has been very 
good to me, and 1'll keep his picture as long as I have a 
room to put it in. 

Sir Outv. The rogue's my nephew after all—I forgive 
him every thing. [Ade] But Sir, I have ſcmehow ta- 
ken a fancy to that picture. | 

Char. I am ſorry for it, maſter Broker, for you certain» 
1y won't have it.— What the devil, have you not got e- 
nough of the family ? 

Sir Oliv. J forgive him every thing. [Lide] Look'ye, 
Sir, I am a ſtrange ſort of a fellow, and when I take a 
whim into my head I don't value money : I'll give you as 
much for that as for all the reſt. 

Char. Pry'thee don't be troubleſome——T tell you I 
won't part with it, and there's an end on't. 

Sir Oli. How like his father the dog is did not 
perceive it before, but I think I never ſaw ſo ſtrong a re- 
ſemblance. [ Afide] Well, Sir, here's a draft for your 
ſum. [Giving a bill, 

Char. Why this bill is for eight hundred pounds. 

Sir Oliv, You'll not let Sir Oliver go, then. 

Char. No, I tell you, once for all. 

Sir Olid. Then never mind the difference, we'll ba- 
lance that ſome other time — But give me your hand; 
Tpreſes it] you are a damn'd honeſt fellow, Charles 
O Lord! I beg pardon, Sir, for being ſo free——Come a- 
long Moſes. 

Char. But hark'ye, Premium, you'll provide good lod- 
gings for theſe gentlemen. [ Gong, 

Sir Oliv. I'll ſend for em in a day or two. 

Char. And pray let it be a genteel conveyance, for | 
affure you — of 'em have been uſed to ride in their owl 
carriages. | 


Fir Oliv. J will for all but Oliver. N 
Char. For all but the honeſt little Nabob. 
Sir Oliv. You are on that. 
Char. Peremptotil 4 wich 
Sir Oliv. Ah the dear it dog! [Hfide. ] Good 
day, Sir. Come, Moſes..— let me ſee who dares 
call him profligate. .. [ Exit <vith Moſes, 
Care. Why, Charles; this is pg prince of brokers. 
Char. 1 wonder where Moſes ot acquainted with fo 
honeſt a fellow.—But, Careleſs, into the company, 
I'll wait on you preſently, I ſee old Rowley coming. 
Care. But hark ye, Charles, don't let that fellow make 
you part with any of that money to _—_ — muſty old 
the im 


Jebts. Tradeſmen, you know, are 8 
people in the world. 

Char. Trus, and paying them would only be encoura- 
ging them. 

Care. Wall, ſettle your buſineſs, -and make what haſte 
you can. I Ei. 


Char. Eight hundred. pounds Two thirds of this are 
mine by right—Five hundred and thirty odd pounds !— 
Gad, I never knew till now, that my anceſtors were fuch 
valuable acquaintance, —Kind ladies and gentlemen, I 
am your very much obliged, and moſt grateful humble 
ſervant. LAY fo the P:Rures. 

ENTER ROWUEY. . 
Ah! Rowley, you are juſt come in time to take leave of 
your old acquaintance, - | 

Rowl. Yes; Sir, 1 heard t wore going Rut how 

an _ ſu —— ſuch ſpirits under all your misfortunes ? 

hat's the cauſe, maſter Rowley; my misfor- 
unes are ſo many, that I can't afford to part with my ſpi- 
its. 

Roaul. And can you really take leave of your anceſtors 
mth ſo much unconcern. 

Char. Unconcern ! what, I ſup 8 ou are ſurprized 
hat I am not more ſorrowful at loſing the company 2 ſo 

any worthy friends. It is very diſtreſſing to be ſure; 
but 3 ſee they never move a muſcle, then why the de- 
ould I! 
12 Ah, dear Charles. | 
Char. But come, I have no time for trifling wh; 
D 
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take this bill and 0 t it changed, and carry an hundred 


pounds to poor Stanley, or we ſhall have ſomebody cal 
ahar has a better right. to it. i | F 
Rowwl. Ah, Sir, I wiſh you would remember the pro. ten 
Char. Be juft before you are generous. Why, ſol. - 
would if I et but juſlice is os old, — bel. * 
dam, and I can't get her to keep pace with generoſity fe 
the ſoul of me. i | 
Rowl. Do, dear Sir, reflect. 
Char. That's very true, as you fay—But Rowley, whil * 
I have, by heavens I'll give ſo damn your morality, an 8 
away to old Stanley with the money. [ Exeunt J 
| ENTER SIR OLIVER and MOSES. —1 
Meß. Well, Sir, I think, as Sir Peter ſaid, you ha dill! 
ſeen Mr. Charles in all his glory tis great pity he LX 
ſo extravagant. 8 
Sir Oliv. True but he would not ſell my picture. chai 
Moſ. And loves wine and women ſo much. J 
Sir Oliv. But he would not ſell my pifture.—— is a 
 Mof. And games ſo deep. wait 
Sir Oliv. But he would not ſell my picture. beg! 
here comes Rowley. | not 
ENTER ROWLEY. my 


Rowl. Well, Sir, I find you have made a purchaſe. 
Sir Oliv. Yes, our young rake has parted with his at 
ceſtors like old tapeſtry. . | 
Rowl. And he has commiſſioned me to return you 
hundred pounds of the purchaſe money, but under yo! 
fictitious character of old Stanley. I ſaw a taylor and tx 
hoſiers dancing attendance, who, I know will go unpa 
and the hundred pounds would juſt ſatisfy them. 
Sir Oliv. Well, well, I'll pay his debts and his 
volence too. But, now, I'm no more a broke 
and you ſhall introduce me to the elder brother as « 
Stanley. 


| ENTER TRIP. 
Trip. Gentlemen, I'm ſorry I was not in the way 
ſhew you out. Hark'ye, oſes. [Exit with Mole 
Sir Oliv. There's a fellow, now—Will you b-lieve 
that puppy intercepted the Jew on our coming, and wal 
ed to raiſe money before he got to his maſter, 
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Rowwl. Tndecd ! | $2 

Sir Oliv. And they are now planning an annuity buſi- 
n:{s—Oh, maſter Rowley, in my time ſervants were con- 
tent with the follies of their maſters, when they were wore 
a little threadbare; but now they have their vices, like 
their birth day clothes, with the glofs on. [Exeunt. 


SCENE, the Apartments of Joſeph Surface. 
ENTER JOSEPH and a SERVANT.. 


Joſ. No letter from Lady. Teazle.. 

Serv. No, Sir. 

Joſ. I wonder ſhe did not write, if ſhe could not come. 
EI hope Sir Peter does not ſuſpe&t me — But Charles's 
diſſipation and extravagance are great points in my favour. 
[ Knocking at the door ] — See if it is her. bly 

Serv. Tis Lady Teazle, Sir; but ſhe always orders her 
chair to the milliner's in the next ſtreet. 

7oſ. Then draw that ſcreen—my oppoſite neighbour 
is a maiden, lady of ſo curious a temper—You nerd not 
wait, [Exit Servant]J—-My Lady, Teatle, I'm afraid, 
begins to ſuſpe& my attachment to Maria; but ſhe mult 
not be acquainted with that fecr2t till I have her more in 
my power.. : | | 

ENTER LADY: TEAZLE. 

L. Tea. hat, Sentiment in ſoliloquy!— Have you 
been very impatient now? Nay, you look fo grave, —L 
aſſure you I came as ſoon as I could. 

Joſ. Oh, madam, pundctuality is a ſpecies of conſtancy 
Aa very unfaſhionable cuſtom among ladies. 

L. Teax. Nay, now, you wrong me; I m ſure you'd 
pity me if you knew my ſituation— [both fit}—Sir Peter 
really grows ſo.peeviſh, and ſo ill. natured, there is no en- 
during him; and then, to ſuſpect me with Charles 

Joſ. I'm glad my ſcandalous friends keep up that re- 

rt 


L. Teax. For my part, I with Sir Peter to let Maria 
marry him—would not you, Mr. Surface! 

Jeſ. Indeed I would not—[ Afide]—Oh, to be ſure ; 
and then my dear Lady Teazle would be convinced how 
groundleſs her ſuſpicions were, of my having any thoughts 
of the filly girl, 

D 2 
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L. Teaz. Then, there's my friend Lady Sneerwell bay i. 
propagated malicious ſtories about me—and what's very WH ou 
provo ng, all too without the leaſt foundation. | 

Jeſ- Ab! there's the miſchief—for when a ſcandalous Will try 
ſtory is believed againſt one, there's no comfort like the - . 
conſciouſneſs of having deſerved it. im 

L. Teax. And to be continually cenſured and ſuſpeRed, WW wo 
when I know the integrity of my own heart——it wou tro 
almoſt prompt me to give him ſome grounds for it. * 

Joſ. Certainly—for when a huſband grows ſuſpicious, IX 
and withdraws his confidence from his wife, it then be. 


comes a part of her duty to endeavour to out wit him. 0 
You owe it to the natural privilege of your ſex. Sir 
I. Teas. Indeed 4 
Joſ. Oh yes; for your huſband ſhould never be deceive 1 
in you, and you ought to be frail in compliment to h do 
diſcernment. — 8 
L. Teax. This is the neweſt doctrine. fſere 
Joſ. Very wholeſome, believe me. 
I. Teax. So, the only way to prevent his ſuſpicions, i $ 
to give him cauſe for them. | Mr. 
50 Certainly. 18 J 
L. Teax. But then, the conſciouſneſs. of my inne ſee 
cence— | | glad 
Jeſ. Ah, my dear Lady Teazle, tis that conſciouſnelſ have 
of your innocence that rums you. What is it that make boo! 
you imprudent in your conduct, and careleſs of the cer S. 
ſures of the world? The conſciouſneſs of your innocener is a 
— What is it makes you regardleſs ef forms, and inatten- J. 
tive to your huſband's peace Why, the conſciouſne . 
of your innocence.ä— Now, my dear Lady Teazle, if 10% any 
could only be prevailed upon to make a trifling faux pa; Fe 
you can't know how circumſpect you would grow. Si 
vate 


5 Teax. * you think ow 4 
of. Depend upon it.— Vour caſe at preſent, my dea 
12 7 Jane, * that of a perſon in a p - 
you are abſolutely dying of too much health. 

L. Teaz. Why, indeed, if my underſtanding could b 
convinced 

Joſ. Your underſtanding i Oh yes, your underſtand 
ſhould be convinced. Heaven forbid that I ſhould perſuas 
you to any thing you thought wrong. 5 
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be. IL. Trax. Don't you think you may as well leave honour 
en out of the queſtion ? | [ Both riſe, 
Joſ. Ah! I fee, Lady Teazle, the effects of your coun- 
ous try education fall remain. 25%" 
the I. Teaz. They do, indeed, and I begin to find myſelf 
imprudent ; and if I ſhould be brought to act wrong, it 
ted, vould be ſooner from Sir Peter's ill treatment of me, than 
ould from your honourable logic, I affure you. 

- Joſ. Then by this hand, which is unworthy of— 
ous, { Kneeling, a Servant enter: What do you want you 
 be- WY fcoundrel ? 1 3%S 
| Serv. I beg „Sir, I thought you would not chuſe 

Sir Peter ſhould come up. | #opb "5 | 
Foſ. Sir Peter! * #2 450. 
vet L. Teaz. Sir Peter! Oh, I'm undone — What ſhall T 
tis do ? Hide me ſomewhere, good Mr. Logic. FR 

Joſ. Here, here, behind this ſcreen, ['She runs bebind the 
ſcreen] and now reach me a book. [ Sits down and reads. 

| ENTER SIR PETER. | 

Sir Pet. Aye, there he is, ever improving himſelf, 
Mr. Surface My. Surface. . Y o- 

Jo [ AﬀeR4iag to gape.] Oh, Sir Peter I rejoice to 
ſee you—l was got over a ſleepy book here—T am vaſtly - 
glad to fee you—T thank you for this call—I- believe you 
have not been here ſince I finiſhed my library—Books, 
books you know, are the only thing I am a coxcomb in. 

Sir Pet. Very pretty, indeed—why, even your ſcreen . 
is a ſource of knowledge — hung round with maps I ſee. 

Joſ. Yes, I find great uſe in that ſcreen. | 

Sir Pet, Yes, yes, lo you muſt when you want to find 
any thing in a hurry. | | 

Fof. Ves, or to hide any thing in a hurry. [ Afide. 

Sir Pet. But, my dear friend, I want to have ſome pri- 
vate talk with you. ws 

Joſ. You need not wait. [ Exit. Servant. 

Sir Pet. Pray fit down [Both fit}—My dear friend, I 
want to impart to you ſome ot my uiſtreſſes In ſhort, Lady 
Teazle's behaviour of late has given me very great uneaſi- 
neſs.. She not only diſſipates and deſtroys my fortune, but 
I have ftrong reaſons to believe ſhe has formed an attach- 
ment elf El. EN 


Jo. I am unhappy to hear 7 
3 


- 
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Sir Pet. Ves, and between you and me, I believe I ham 
diſcovered the perſon | X 

Jeſ. You alarm me exceedingly. 

Sir Pet. I knew you would — thize with me. 

Joſ. Believe me, Sir Peter, ſuch a diſcovery would af. 
fett me —juſt as much as it does you. 

Sir Pet. What a happineſs to have a friend we can truſt, 
even with our family ſecrets—Can't you gueſs who it 1s? 

Jeſ. J hav'nt the moſt diſtant idea. it can't be Sir 
Benjamin Backbite. 

Sir Pet. No, no,—What do you think of Charles! 
Jioſ. My brother !'impoſſible!—I ean't think he would 
be capable of ſuch baſeneſs and ingratitude. 

Sir Pet. Ah, the goodneſs of your own mind makes you 
ſlow to believe ſuch villany. 

Joſ. Very true, Sir Peter.—The man who is conſcious 
of the integrity of his own heart, is very ſlow to credit 
another's baſeneſs, | 

Sir Pet. And yet, that the ſon of my old friend ſhould 
practice againſt the honour of my family. 

of. Aye, there's the caſe, Sir Peter. When ingrati- 
tude barbs the dart of injury; the wound feels doubly ſmart, 

Sir Pet. What noble ſentiments !—He never uſed a ſen- 
timent, ungrateful boy that I ated as guardian to, and 
who was brought up under-my eye ; and I never in my 
life refuſed him—my advice. 

Joſ. I don't know, Sir Peter, —he may be ſuch a mau 
if it be ſo, he is no longer a brother of mine; I renounce 
him; I diſclaim him,—PFor the man who can break thro' 
the laws of hoſpitality, and ſeduce the wife or daughter of 
his friend, deſerves to be branded as a peſt to ſociety. 

Sir Pet. And yet, Joſeph, if 1 was to make it public, I 
ſhouic! only be ſn and laughed at. 

Joſ. Why, that's very true——No, no, you muſt not 
make it public; people would talk— 

Sir Pet. Talk !—They'd fay it was all my own fault; an 
old, doating bachelor, to marry a young giddy girl. "They'd 
paragraph me in the news-papers, and make ballads on me. 

Fo). And yet, Sir Peter, I cannot think that my Lady 
Teazle's honour 

Sir Pet. Ah, my dearfriend, what's her honour oppoſed 
againſt the flattery of a handſome young fellow !—But Jo- 
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ſeph, ſhe has been upbraiding me of late, that I have not 
made her a ſettlement ; and I think, in our laſt quarrel, 
ſhe told me ſhe ſhould not be 5 if I was dead. Now, 
I have brought drafts of two deeds for your peruſal, and 
the ſhall find, if I was to die, that I have not been inat- 
tentive to her welfare while living. By the one, ſhe will 
enjoy eight hundred pounds a year durmg my life; and 
by the other, the bulk of my fortune after my death. 

Joſ. This conduct is truly generous, I wiſh it may nt 
corrupt my pupil. [ A/ide. 

Sir Pet. But I would not have her as yet acquainted 
with the Jeaſt mark of my affect ion. 

J. Nor I if could help it. DAlde. 

Sir Pet. And now I have unburthened myſelf to you, 
let us talk over your affair with Maria. 

Joſ. Not a ſyliable upon the ſubje& now. [ Alarmed]— 
Some other time; I am too much affected by your affairs, 
to think of my own. For, the man, wht can think of 
uld bis own happineſs, wiaike his friend is in diſtreſs, deſerves 


to be haunied as a monſter to ſociety. | 


ati- Sir Pet. I am ſure of your affection for her. 
art. Joſ. Let me intreat you, Sir Peter 
en- Sir Pet. And though you are ſo averſe to Lady Teazle's 


and kuowing it, I aſſure you ſhe is not your enemy, and I am 
my Wl {en ibly chagrined you have made no further progreſs. 
Joſ. Sir Peter, I muſt not hear you—-—The man who 
1— WW [Esxter a Servant.) What do you want, firrah ? 
nee Serv. Your brother, Sir, is at the duor talking to a gen- 
iro' tleman; he ſays he knows you are at home, that Sir Peter 
- of is with you, and he mult fee you. | 
Joſ. I'm not at home. 
„ 1 Sir Pet. Ves, yes, you ſhall be at honue. 
Joſ. [After ſome befiation) Very well, let him come 
not up [Exit Servant. 


Sir Pet. Now, Joſeph, I'll hide myſelf, and do you tax 
an lim about the affair with my Lady Teazle, and ſo draw the 
y'd ſecret from him. 

ne. Fof. O fye! Sir Peter what, join in a plot to trepan 
dy WM > y brother. 

Sir Pet. Oh aye, to ſerve your friend; —beſides, if he is 
ſed innocent, as you ſay he is, it will give him an opportunity 
ſo- do clear himſelf, and make _ very happy. Hark, I hear 
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lim coming Where ſhall Igo? behind this ſcreen 
— What the. devil! here bas been one liſtener already, 
for I'll ſwear I ſaw a petticoat. | | | 
Jeſ. [Aﬀefting to laugb] Tis very ridiculous —Ha, ha, 
ha, —a ridiculous affair, indeed—ha, ha, ha. Hark' ye, 
Sir Peter, [ Pulling bim ade] though I hold a man of in- 
trigue to be a molt deſpicable character, yet you know it 
does not follow that one is to be an ablolute Joſeph ei- 
ther. Hark ye, tis a little French milliner, who calls upon 
me ſometimes, and hearing you were coming; and having 
ſome character to loſe, the flipped behind the ſcreen. - 
Str Pet. A French milliner ! [Smiling] Cunning rogue! 
Joſeph—Sly rogue—But zounds, ſhe has over heard every 
* that has paſſed about my wife. TP | 
of. Oh, never fear—— Take my word it will never go 
farther for her. | 
Sir Pet. Won't it? 


FJoſ. No, nd upon it. 
2 Pet Wel, well, if it will go no farthe But 
where ſhall I hide myſelf ? 
Jeſ. Here, here, ſlip into this cloſet, and you may over- 
hear every word. 
L. Teax. Can I ſteal away; LPeeping. 
Foſ. Huſh? huſh ! don't ſtir. 


Sir Pet. Joſeph, tax him home. LPeeping. 

Jeſ In, in, my dear Sir Peter. 

L. Teax. Can't you lock the cloſet door 

Joſ. Not a word——you'll be diſcovered. 

Sir Pet. Joſeph, don't ſpare him. 

Zeſ. For heaven's ſake lie cloſe——A pretty ſituation 
Jam in, to part man and wife in this manner. [Alle. 

Sir Pet. You're ſure the little French milliner won't. 


blab. 
a Ex TER CHARLES. 

Char. Why, how now, brother, your fellow denied 
you, and ſaid you were not at home.—What, have you 
had a Jew or a wench with you ? 

Joſ. Neither, brother, neither. 

Char. But where's Sir Peter? I thought he was with you? 

of. He was, brother ; but hearing you was coming, he 


left tne houſe. 
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char: Whiat, wiis the vid fellow afraid I wanted to bor 


row money of him ! | h 

Joſ. Borrow ! no, brother; but I am ſorry to hear you 
have given that worthy man cauſe for great uneafineſs. 

Char. Yes, I am told I do that to à great many worthy. 
men But how do you mean, brother? | 

Joſ. Why, he thinks you have endeavoured to alienate 
the affections of Lady Teazle. : 

Char, Who, I alienate'the affections of Lady Teazle ! 
pon my word he accuſes me very unjuſtly. What, 
has the old gentleman found out that he has got a young 
wife; or, what's worſe, has the Lady found out that ſhe 
has got an old huſband. | 

7oſ. For ſhame, brother. 

Char. Tis true, I did once ſuſpect her ladyſhip had a par- 
tiality for me, but upon my ſoul I never gave her the leaſt 
encouragement; for, you know my attachment was to Maria. 

Joſ. This will make Sir Peter extremely happy—But 
if ſhe had a partiality for you, ſure you would. not have 
been baſe enoug ANT 

Char. Why, look ye, Joſeph, I hope I ſhall never deli- 
berately do a diſhonourable action; but if a pretty woman 
ſhould purpoſely throw herſelf into my way, and that 
pretty woman ſhould happen to be married to a man old 
enough to be her father | 

Joſ. What then? . 

Why then, I believe I ſhould have occaſion 
to borrow a little of your morality, brother. 

255 Oh fie, brother The man who can jeſt 

Char. Oh, that's very true, as you were going to ob- 
ſerve.——But, Joſeph, do you know that I am ſurprized 
at your ſuſpecting me with Lady Teazle! I thought you 
was always the favourite there. | 

Joſ. Me ' 

Char. Why yes, I have ſeen you exchange ſuch ſignifi- 
cant glances. 

Joſ. Pſha 

Char, Ves, I have; and don't you remember when I 
came in here, and caught you and her at "2: 

Joſ. I muſt ſtop him. [ Aide] [ Stops his mouth.) Sir Pe- 
ter has over every werd that you have ſaid. 
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» Char. Sir Peter! where is he — What, in the clolet 


— Foregad I'll have him out. 
Jeſ. No, no, [ Stopping bim.] 

Char. I will—Sir Peter Teazle eome into court. 

2 ENTER SIX PETER. | 
What, my old guardian turn inquiſitor, and take evidence 
incog, 3 +. 
Sir Pet. Give me your hand, —I own, my dear boy, I 
have ſuſpected you wrongfully; but you muſt not be an- 
gry with Joſeph ; it was all my plot, and I fhall think of 
you as Jong as I live for what I overheard. 

Char. Then 'tis well you did not hear more. Is it not, 
Joſeph ? | | 

Sir Pet. What, you would have retorted on Joſeph, 
would you. * 

Cbar. And yet you might have as well ſuſpected him 
as me, might he not, Joſeph ? | 
ENTER SERVANT. | 

Serv. [Whiſpering Joſeph ]—Lady Sneerwell, Sir, is juſt 

coming up, and ſays ſhe mu ſt ſee you, | 
Joſ. Gentlemen, I muſt beg your pardon ; I have compa. 
ny waiting on me; giveme leave tocondutt you downſtairs. 

Char. No, no, ſpeak to them in another room; I have 
not ſeen Sir Peter a great while, and I want to talk with him. 

Joſ. Well, I'll ſend away the perſon, and return im- 
mediately. Sir Peter, not a word of the little French 
milliner. | [ Afede, and exit. 

Sir Pet. Ah, Charles, what a pity it is you don't aſſo- 
ciate more with your brother, we might then have ſome 
hopes of your reformation ; he's a young man of ſuch 
ſentiments——Ah, there's nothing in the world ſo noble 
as a man of ſentiment. 

Char. Oh, he's too moral by half ; and ſo apprehenſive 
of his good name, that, I dare ſay, he would as ſoon let 
a prieſt into his houſe as a wench. 2 ; 

Sir Pet. No, no, you accuſe him wrongfully.— Tho 
Joſeph is not a rake, he is not a ſaint. 

Char. Oh a perfect anchorite—a young hermit. 

Sir Pet. Huſh, huſh : don't abuſe him, or he may 
chance hear of it again. 

Char. Why, you won't tell him, will you? 

Sir Pet, No, no, but] have a great mind to tell 


— 


him. [Ade] [ ſeems to befitate} Yark'ye, Charles 
have you a mind for a * at Joſeph ? 

Char. I ſhould like it of all things—let's have it. 

Sir Pet. Gad I'll tell-him——T'll be even with Joſeph 
for diſcovering me in the cloſet.——{ Ade] Hark'ye, 
Charles, he had a girl with him when 1 called. 

Char. Who, Joſeph ! impoſſible ! "4 

Sir Pet. Ves, a little French milliner, {takes him to the 
front] and the beſt of the joke is, ſheis now in the room. 

Char. The devil ſhe is Where? 

Sir Pet. Huſh, huſh, behind the ſereen. 

"Char. 1'li have her out. | 

Sir Pet. No, no, no. 

cih (- 

Sir Pet. No. 

Char. By the Lord I will—So now for it. 

Both run up the ſcreen—the ſcreen falls —at the ſame time 
. JOSEPH ENTERS. 

Char. Lady-Teazle, by ail that's wonderful ! 

Sir Pet. Lady Teazle, by all that's horrible 

Char. Sir Peter, this is the ſmarteſt little French mil - 
liner I ever ſaw, —But pray, what is the meaning of all 
this? Vou ſeem to have been playing at Hide and Seek 
here; and, for my part, I don't know who's in, or who's 
out of the ſecret-— Madam, will you pleaſe to expiain ?— 
Not a word ! Brother, is it your pleaſure to lluſt:ate ? 
—Morality dumb too !—— Well, though I can make no- 
thing of it, I ſuppoſe you perfectly underſtand one ano- 
ther, good Ag, 4 cr ſo I'!] leave you. Brother, I am 
for:y you have given that worthy man ſo much cauſe for 
uneaſineſs Sir Peter there's nothing in the world ſo no- 
ble as a man of ſentiment. — Ha, ha, ha! [ Exit. 

Joſ. Sir Peter, notwithſtanding appearances are againſt 
me—1if—if you'l} give me leave—TI i explain every thing 
to your ſatis faction. 

Sir Pet. If you pleaſe, Sir. 

Joſ. Lady Teazle knowing my—Lady Teazle—T fay 
—knowing my pretenſions—to your ward—Maria—and 
—Lady Tear I ſay — knowing the jealouſy of my 
of your temper—ſhe called in here —in order that ſhe— 
that I—might explain what theſe pretenſions were 


And—hearing you were coming—and—as I ſaid before 
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knowing the jealouſy. of your temper—ſhe—my Lady 
Teazle— 1 ſay - went behind the ſcreen—and—This is a 
full and clear account of the whole affair. 
Sir Pet. A very elear account truly! and J dare fay the 
Lady will vouch for the truth of every word of it. | 
J.. Teax. ¶ Advancing} For not one ſyllable, Sir Peter. 
Sir Pet. What the devil! don't you think it worth 
your while to agree in the lie? " | 
L. Teaz. There's not one word of truth in what that 
gentleman has been ſaying. | 
Tof. Zounds, madam, you won't ruin me! 
L. Teaz. Stand out of the way, Mr. Hypvocrite, Tl 
ſpeak for myſelf. e 
Sir Pet. Aye, aye—let her alone—ſhe'll make a better 
of it than you did. | | 
. Teaz. I came here with no intention of liſtening to 
his addreſſes to Maria, and even ignorant of his preten- 
ſions; but ſeduced by his inſidious arts, at leaſt to liſten 
to his addreſſes, if not to ſacrifice your honour, as well as 
my own, to his unwarrantable deſires. | 
Sir Pet. Now I believe the truth is coming indeed. 
Joſ. What! is the woman mad? 
I. Teax. No, Sir, ſhe has recovered: her ſenſes. Sir 
Peter, I cannot expect you will credit me; but the ten- 
derneſs you expreſſed for me, when I am certain you did 
not know I was within hearing, has penetrated ſo deep 
into my ſoul, that could J have 7 the morti fication 
of this diſcovery, my future life ſnould have convinced 
rou of my ſincere repentance. . As for the ſmooth-tongued 
hypocrite, who would have ſeduced the wife of his too cre- 
dulous friend, while he pretended an honourable paſſion 
for his ward, I now view him in ſo deſpicable a light, that 
I ſhall never again reſpect myſelf for having liſtened to his 
addreſſes. Fi Wee? Exit. 
Joſ. Sir Peter Notwithſtanding all this— Heaven is 
my witneſs 
Sir Pet. That you are a villain—and fo I'll leave you 
to your meditations | 
50 Nay, Sir Peter, you muſt not leave me — The 
man who ſhuts his ears againſt conviction 
Sir Pet. Oh, damn your ſentiments—damn your ſenti- 
ments. | I Exit, Joſeph following. 
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ACT V. 
SCENE, Joſeph Surface's Apartments, 
ROVER JOSEPH and a SERVANT. 
Jos. 

R. Stanley hy ſhould you think I would ſee Mr. 
M ar & you know well enough he comes entreat- 
ing for ſomething. 

re. They let him in before I knewof it; and old Now. 
ley is with him. 

Jof. Pſha, you blockhead; Tam ſo diſtracted with hoy 
own misfortunes, I am not in a humour to ſpeak to any one 
but ſhew the fellow up. Exit Servant] Sure forturic 
never played a man of my policy ſuch a trick before NM 

character ruined writh Sir Peter my hopes of Maria lo 
Im in a pretty humour t6 liſten to poor relations truly. 
I ſhan't be. able to beſtow even a benevolent ſentiment 
on old Stanley. Oh; here'he comes; Il retire, and en- 
deavour to put a little charity in my face however. - [ Exit. 
ENTER SIX OLIVRK a ROWLEY. © 

Sir Oliw. What, does he avoid us ! That was him, was 
it not? 

Roavl. Ves, Sir; but his nerves are too weak to bear the 
ſight of a poor relation : 1 ſhould have come firlt to break 


the matter to him. 


Sir Oliv. A plague of his nerves— . this is he whom 
+ Peter extols as a man of a molt lent way of 
thinking. 


Rowl. Yes—he has as much ſpeculative benevolence as 
any man in the kingdom, though be is not fo ſenfual as 
to indulge himfelf in the exerciſe of it. 

Sir Oltv. Vet he has a ſtring of lentiments, 1 fuppoſe, 
at his fingers end. 

Row, And his favourite one is, T hat charity begins at home. 

Sir Oliu. And his, I preſume, is of that domeſtic fort, 
which never ſtirs abroad at all. 

Roxwl. Well, Sir, I'll leave you to introduce yourſelf as 
old Stanley; I muſt be here again to announce you in your 
real character. 

5 Sir Oliv. True—and you'll afterwards meet me at Sir 
eter's. 
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Roaul. Without loſing a moment. [ Exit Rowley 
Sir Oliv. Here he comes] don't like the complai.. 
ſance of his features. 

, camber JOSEPH. + 1 

of. Sir, your moſt obedient; I on for keepi 

you 2 Mr. Stanley, I 3 * 

Sir Oliv. At your ſervice, Sir. | 

Je Pray be ſeated, Mr. Stanley, J intreat, you, Sir. 

Sir Oliv. Dear Sir, there's no occaſion, Too ceremoni- 
ous by half. 2 | [ Afide, 

Jeſ. Though I have not the pleaſure of your acquaint- 
ance, I am very glad to ſee you look ſo well-—<I think, 
Mr. Stanley, you was nearly related to my mother. 

Sir Oliv. I was, Sir; ſo nearly, that my preſent pover- 
ty I fear may do diſcredit to her wealthy children; elſe 1 
would not preſume to trouhle you now. 

Joſ. Ah, Sir, don't mention that—For the man who is low 
in diſtreſs has ever a right to claim kindred with the weal. k 
thy; I am ſure I wiſh I was of that number, or that it wal — 


in my power to afford you even a ſmall relief. vot 
Sir Oliv. If your uncle Sir Oliver was here, I ſhould 8 
have a friend. my 


Joſ. I wiſh he was, Sir, you ſhould not want an adyo- J 
cate with him, believe me. 
Sir Oliv. I ſhould not need one, my diſtreſſes would re- 
commend me. But I imagined his bounty had enable 
you to be the agent of his charities. _ | 
Joſ. Ah, Sir, you are miſtaken; avarice, avarice, M. 
8 „is the vice of age; to be ſure it has been ſpread 
a that he has been very bountiful to me, but with 


out the leaſt foundation, though I never choaſe to contra h 
dict the report. WH fron 
Sir Oliv. And has he never remitted yau bullion, ru J 
„or pagodas ? bac 
Joſ. Oh, dear Sir, no ſuch thing. I have indeed K 
ceived ſome trifling preſents from him, ſuch as ſhawls, 3 J 
vadavats, and Indian crackers, nothing more, Sir. hop 
Sir Oli g. There's gratitude for twelve thouſand poun ds R 
[Aide] Shawls, a and Indian crackers ! wan 
\ Jof. Then there's my brother, Mr. Stanley; one wou 6 7 
m 


ſcarce believe what I have done for that unfertunate yous 1 
man. 
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Sir Oliv. Not I for one. | [ Afide. 

Joſ. Oh, the ſums I have lent him — Well, *twas an 
amiable weakneſs—TI muſt own I can't defend it, though 
it ay>2*rs more blameable at preſent, as it prevents me 
from ſerving you Mr. Stanley, as my heart directs. 

Sir Oliv, Diſſembler—[ Aſide] Then you cannot aſſiſt 
me. 

Joſ. Jam very unhappy to ſay tis not in my power at 
. but — may — S upon hearing from me when 
I can he of any ſervice to you. | 

Sir Oliv. Sweet Sir, you are too . 

Joſ. Not at all, Sir; to pity without the power to re- 
lieve, is ſtill more painful, than to aſk and be denied. In- 
deed, Mr. Stanley, you have deeply affected me. Sir, 
your moſt . ; I wiſh you health and ſpirits. 

Sir Oliv. Your ever grateful and perpetual [ Boi 
bw} humble ſervant. 

of. J am extremely ſorry, Sir. for your misfortunes 


—— Here, open the door Mr. Stanley, your moſt de- 
voted. "Ik 

Sir Oliv. Your moſt obliged ſervant. Charles, you are 
my heir, [ Ajide, aud exit. 


Joſ. This is another of the evils that attend a man's 
having ſo good a character It ſubjects him to the impor- 
tunity of the neceſſitous the pure and ſterling ore of 
ch-rity is a very expenſive article in the catalogue of a 
man's virtues ; whereas, the ſentimental French plate I uſe, 
anſwers the purpoſe full as well, and pays no tax. 


Going. 
| ENTER ROWLEY. 

Rowl. Mr. Surface, your moſt obedient ; I wait on you 
from our uncle who is juſt arrived. [Gives him'a note. 

Joſ. How ! Sir Oliver arrived !——Here, Mr. —call 
back Mr. Stanley. 

Ro. Tis too late, Sir, I met him going out of the houſe. 

Joſ. Was ever any thing ſo unfortunate ! [ Aide] I 
hope my uncle has enjoyed good health and ſpirits. 

R:4vl. Oh, very good, Sir; he bids me inform you he'll 
wan on you within this half hour. | 

Ji Preſent him my kind love and duty, and aſſure him 
I'm quite impatient to ſee him. Boing. 

Roxol. I ſhall, Sir. | [ Exit Rowley. 
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Foſ. Pray, do, Sir, [bows ]—This was the moſt curſel M 

piece of ill luck, [ [Exit Joſeph, 5. 

-SCENE, Sir Peter Teazle's Houſe. = - | a 

 EnTer Mas. CanDOUR and MAD. 1 

Maid. Indeed, madam, my lady will ſee no one at preſent, 1 

. Mrs. Cand. Did you tell her it was her friend Mir. 
Candour! | 

Maid. I did, madam, and ſhe begs to be excuſed. - 

Mrs. Cand. Go again, for J am ſure ſhe muſt be greatly 8 


diſtreſſed. ¶ Exit Maid. ] How provoking to be kept wait. 
ing—I am not miſtreſs of half the circumſtances :—I ſhal Can 
have the whole affair in the newſpapers, with the partie n 
names at full length, before I have dropped the tory at:. 4 


dozen houſes. | I ne! 
ENTER SR BENJamin BACKBITE. + 

Oh, Sir Benjamin, I am, glad [you are come; have you 7 
heard of Lady Teazle's affair? Well, I never was ſo i 
ſurprized—and I am fo diſtreſſed for the parties. A 85 
Sir Benj. Nay, I can't fay I pity Sir Peter, he was d. Ar 


ways ſo partial to Mr. Surface. 
Mrs. Cand. Mr. Surface! Why it was Charles. ige 
Sir Benj. Oh, no, madam, Mr. Surface was the gallant. '' hs 
Mrs. Cand. No, Charles was the lover; and Mr. Su. 6; 
face, to do him juſtice, was the cauſe of the diſcovery; N 1 
he brought Sir Peter; and TR 8 
Sir Benj. Oh, my dear madam, no ſuch thing; for I 72). 
had it from one 8 
Mr. Cand. Ves, and I had it from one, that had i 
from one that knew | 
Sir Benj. And I had it from one, 
Mrs. Cand. No ſuch thing—But here comes my Lady ket 
Sneerwell, and perhaps the may have heard the particu- s; 


lars. 
ENTER LADY SNEERWELL, | | 

L. Sneer; Oh, dear Mrs. Candovr, here is a ſad affai 
about our friend Lady Teazle. | 

Mrs. Cand. Why, to be ſure, poor thing, I am muc> 
concerned for her. / 

L. Sneer. I proteſt, fo am though I muſt confel 
ſhe was always too lively for me, 


or [ 


ach 
icu- 
Mai 
auch 
afeſ 
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Mrs. Cand. Hor he hue gran bf groſs, 

Sir Benj. And had a v 

Mrs. Cand. But do you nay Aye the particulars ? 

[To Lady Sneerwell. 

Sir Benj. Yet who could have ſuſpe&ed Mr. Surface, 

Mrs. Cand. Charles, you mean. 

Sir Benj. No, Mr. Surface, 

Mrs. Cand. Oh, twas Charles. 

L. Sneer. C harles! 

Mrs. Cand. Yes, Charles. 

Sir Benj. I'll not pretend to Aiſpute with you, Mrs. 
Candour ; but be it as it may, I hope Sir Peter's wounds 
won't prove mortal, 

Mrs. Cand. Sir Peter's wounds | wh ! did they fight? ? 
I never heard a word of that. 

Sir Ben. No 

Mrs. Cand. No 1— 

N Sxeer, Nor I, a ſyllable: Do, dear Sir Benjamin, 
tell us. 

Sir Benj. Oh, my dear madam, then you don't know 
half the affair WV - Why —1 III tell Peter, 
vou muſt know, had a long time ſulpeRed Lady eazle's 
viſits to Mr. Surface. 

Mrs. Cand. To Charles you mean. 

Sir Benj. No, Mr. Surface—and upon going to his 


houſe, and finding Lady Teazle there, Sir, ſays Sir Peter, 


you are a very ungrateful fellow. 

Mrs. Can v $14 Aye, that was Charles.. 

Sir Benj. Mr. Surface.— And old as T am, fays he, I 
demand — ſatisfaction: Upon this, they botk 
drew their ſwords, and to it they fell. 

Mrs. Cand. That muſt be Charles ; for it is very un- 
likely that Mr. Surface fhoyld fight him i in his own Sa 

Fir Ben. Sdeath, madam, —— all. Lady Teazle, 
on ſeeing Sir Peter in ſuch danger, ran out of the room in 
ſtrong hyſterics, and was followed by Charles, calling out 
forhartfhorn and water. They fought, and Sir Peter recei- 
ved a wound in his right fide — the thruſt of a ſmall ſword. 

ENTER CRABTREE, 

Crab. Piſtols ! piſtols ! nephew. 

Mrs. Cand. Oh, Mr. Crabtree, I am glad you are come; 
now we ſhall haye the many amar. 
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Sir Benj. No, no, it was a ſmall ſword, uncle, 8 
Crab. Zounds, nephew, I ſay it was a piſtol. ed 
Sir Benj. A thurſt in ſecond through the ſmall guts, C 
Crab. A bullet lodged in the thorax. here 
F — Benj. But give me leave, dear uncle, it was a ſmal 7; 
word. | ou 
Crab. I tell you it was a piſtol Won t you ſufferany 4 7 
body to know any thing but yourſelf. It was a piſtol, WF po 
and Charles $ 
Mrs. Cand. Aye! I knew it was Charles. » 
Sir Benj. Mr. Surface, uncle. X | C 
Crab. Why zounds ! Iſay it was Charles; muſt nobody 5 
ſpeak but yourſelf, I'll tell you how the whole affau C 
was. * 
Z. Sneer. we 


n Aye do, do, pray tell us. | 
Sir Benj. I ſee my uncle knows nothing at all about th 


matter. | K. 

Crab. Mr. Surface, you muſt know, ladies, came lat 7 
from Salt- hill, where he had been the evening befor: S; 
with a particular friend of his, who has a ſon at Eton of a 
his piſtols were left on the bureau, and unfortunately G 
loaded, and on Sir Peter's taxing Char les 5. 

Sir Benj. Mr. Surface you mean. 7 


Crab. Do, pray, nephew, hold yeur tongue, and let $; 
me ſpeak fometimes.——1 ſay, ladies, upon his taking Wh: 
Charles to account, and taxing him with the baſeſt in- 


gratitude 


Sir Benj. Ayn ladies, I told you Sir Peter taxed him $i 
with ingratitude. $; 
Crab. They agreed each to take a piſtol-——They fuel C 


at the ſame inſtant. Charles's ball took place, and $i 
lodged in the thorax. Sir Peter's miſſed, and what i $i 
very extraordinary, the ball grazed againſt a little bron be by 
Shakeſpeare that ſtood over the chimney, flew off throug| $; 
the window at right angles, and wounded the poſt-man, M 
who was juſt come to the door with a double letter fron —T' 
Northamptonſhire. | 

Sir Benj. I heard nothing of all this! I muſt own, la- C- 
dies, my uncle's account is more circumſtantial, though 1W Si 
believe mine is the true one. 

L. Ser. J am more intereſted in this affair than the) 


imagine, and muſt hays better information. [A/de, and exil 
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Sir Benj. Lady Snnerwell's alarm is very eaſily account- 
ed tor. 
. Crab. Why, yes; they do ſay 
here nor there. | 
nal WY. Mrs. Cand. But where is Sir Peter now? I hope his 
wound won't prove mortal. | 
any Crab. He was carried home immediately, and has given 
ſto], poſitive orders to be denied to _ body. 
Sir Benj. And I believe Lady Teazle is attending him. 
Mrs. Cand. I do believe fo too. 7 
Crab. Certainly I met one of the faculty as I came in. 
Sir Benj. Gad ſo! and here he comes. 
Crab. Ves, yes, that's the doctor. 
Mrs. Cand. That certainly mutt be the phyſician. Now 
we ſhall get information. 
ENTER SIX OLIVER SURFACE. 
Dear Doctor, how is your patient? 
Sir Benj. I hope his wounds are not mortal. 
Crab. Is he in a fair way of recovery ? 
Sir Benj. Pray, Doctor, was he not wounded by a thurſt 
of a {word through the ſmall guts? 
Crab. Was it not-by-a bullet that lodged in the thorax. 
Sir Benj.. Nay, pray anſwer me. 
Crab, Dear, dear Doctor, ſpeak. [ All-pulling him. 
Sir Oltv, Hey, 7 good people, are you all mad ?— 
Why, what the devil is the matter a ſword through 
the ſmall guts, and a bullet lodged in the-thorax ? What 
would = be all at? | 
Sir Benj. Then,-perhaps, Sir, you are not a Doctor. 
Sir Oliv. If I am, Sir, Iamtothank you for my degree. 
Crab. Only a particular friend, I ſuppoſe. 
Sir Oliv. Nothing more, Sir. 
Sir Benj. Then I ſuppoſe, as you are a friend, you can 
be better able to give us ſome account of his wounds. 
Sir Oliu. Wounds ! | 
Mrs. Cand. What! - hav*n't you heard he-was wounded 
Ihe ſaddeſt accident! 5 
Sir Benj. A thurſt with a ſword through the ſmall guts. 
la. Crab. A bullet through the thorax. 
gh 1 Sir Ou. Good people, ſpeak one at a time, I beſeech 


the) E 2 


but that's neither 
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you——You both agree that Sir Peter is dangerouſly 


wounded, 
rab. "Oh, 
Sir Devi. | Aye, aye, we both agree in that. 
Sir Oliv. Then, I will be bold to fay, Sir Peter is one 
of the moſt imprudent men iu the world, for here he 
cames walking as if nothing bad happened. 
ENTER SIR PETER: 
My good friend, you are certainly mad to walk about in 
this condition; you ſhould go to bed, you that have had 
a {ward through your ſmall guts, and a bullet ladged in 
your thorax. 

Sir Pet. A ſword through my ſmall guts, and a bullet 

lodgeil in my thorax ! 
Sir Oliv. Ves, theſe worthy people would have kills 
vou without la or phyſic, and wanted to dub me a Doc- 
tor, in order to makę me an accomplice. 
Sir Pet. Wbat is all this ! | 
Sir Benj. Sir Peter, we are all very glad to find the fto- 
ry of the duel is not truie. | 
Crab. And exceedingly ſorry for your other misfortunes, 
Sir Pet. So, ſo, all over the town already. [ Afide. 
Mrs. Cand. Though, Sir-Peter was {o good a huſband, 
I pity hin ſincerely. | 

Sir Pet. Plague of your 12 | 

Crab. As you continued - fo long a bachelor, you wit 
certainly to blame to marry at all. 

Sir Pet. Sir, I defire you'll conſider this is my own houſe, 

Fir Benj. However you mutt not be offended at the jelts 
vou Il meet on this occaſton. 8 
Crab. It is no uncommon caſe, that's one thing. 
Sir Pet. ] inſiſt upon being matter here; in plain term: 
I deſire you'll leave my houſe immediate). 
Mrs. Land. Well. well, Sir, we are going, and you m 
depend upon it, we ſhall make the beſt of the ſtory. {| Exi 

Sir Beuj. And tell how badly = have been treated. 
Sir Pet. Leave my houſe directly. [¶ Exit Str Benjamin 
Crab. And ho patiently you beir it. [Exit Crabtree 

Sir Pet. Leave my houſe, I ſay.—Fiends, furies, chere 
no bearing it! 
ENTER ROWLEY. 
Sir Oliv. Well, Sir Peter, I have ſeen my nephews, 
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uſly Raul. And Sir Oliver is convinced your judgment is 
right after all. 

Sir Oliv. Aye Joſeph is the man. 

Rowl. Such ſentiments. 

Sir Oliv. And acts up to the ſentiments he profeſſes. 

Rowwl. Oh, tis edification to hear him talk. 

Sir Oliv. He is a pattern fer the young men of the aye. 
But how comes it, Sir Peter, that you don't join in his 

raiſes ? | | 
F Sir Pet. Sir Oliver, we live-in a damn'd wicked world, 
and the fewer we praiſe the better. | | 
Sir Oli. Right, right, my old friend——But was you 
ullet always ſo moderate in your judgment. 
: Rexel, Do you fay fo, Sir Peter, you who was never 
cle mittoken in your life. 
Doc- Str Pet. Oh plague of your jokes I ſuppoſe you are 
acquainted with the whole affarr. 

Roaol. I am indeed, Sir. I met Lady Tenzle returning 
from Mr. Surface's, fo humbled, that ſhe deign'd to beg 
even me to become her advocate. 

Sir Pet. What! does Sir Oliver know it too? 

Sir Oliv. Aye, aye, every eircumſtance. 

Sir Pet. What! about the cloſet and the ſcreen. 

Sir Olic. Yes, and the little French milliner too, I ne- 
ver laughed more in my life. 

Ss Fir pet. And a very pltaſing jeſt it was. 
Sir Oliv, This is your man of ſentimeut, Sir Peter. 
ou ir Pet. Oh, damn his ſentiments. 
: jelts Sir Oliv. You muſt have made a pretty appearance 
when Charles drazged you out of. the claſet. 
Sir Pet. Ves, yes, that was very diverting. _ 
term Sir Oliv. And, egad Sir Peter, I ſhould like to have 
ſcen your face when the ſcreen was thrown down, 
1408 Sir Pet. My face. when the fcreen was thrown down! 
Ex 0) yes There's no bearing this. [Aa. 
ed. Sir Oliv, Come, come, my old friend, don't be vex- 
mug ca, for I can't help laughing for- che ſoul of. me. Ha! 
btre na! ha! | ä | 2 
heres dir Pet. Oh, laugh on—I am not vexed—no, no, it is 
the picaſanteſt thing in the world. To be the ſtanding - 
it of all one's acquaintance, is the happieſt ſituation ima 
8. CNnable, | 
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- Rowl. See, Sir, yonder's my Lady Teazle coming this 
way, and in tears; let me beg of you to be reconciled, 
Sir Oliu. Well, well, I'll leave Rowley to mediate be- 
tween you, and take my leave; but you muſt make hatte 
after me to Mr. Surface's, where I go, if not to reclaim a 
libertine, at leaſt to expoſe hypocriſy. Exit. 

Sir Pet. Ell be with you at the diſcovery ; I ſhould like 
to ſee it, though it is a vile unlucky place for diſcoveries. 
Rowley, [ Looking out] ſhe's not coming this way. 

Rowwl. No, Sir, but ſhe has left the room door open, 
and waits your coming. | 
Sir. Pet. Well, certainly mortification is very becoming 
_ a wife—Don't you think T had beſt let her pine à little 
onger. 
— Oh, Sir that's being too ſevere. F 
Sir Pet, I don't think ſo; the letter I found from Charles 
was evidently intended for her. 
Rowl. Indeed, Sir Peter, you are muck miſtaken, 

Sir Pet. If I was convinced of that—ſee, maſter Row- 
ley, ſhe looks this way—what a remarkable elegant turn 

of the head ſhe has I have a good mind to go to her. 
Rowwl. Do, dear Sir. 

Sir Pet. But when it is known that we are reconciled, 
I ſhall be laughed at more tham ever. 

Rowl. Let them laugh on, and retort their malice upon 
- themſelves,” by ſhewing · them you can be happy in ſpite of 
their ſlander. : : | | 
Sir Pet. Faith, and foT wilt: maſter. Rowley; and my 
Lady Teazle and 1-may ſtill be the happieſt couple in the 
country. 2 ; 

Rowl. O fye, Sir Peter, he that lays aſide ſuſpicion— 
Sir Pet. My dear Rowley, if you have any regard for 
me, never let me hear you utter any think like a ſenti- 

ment again; I have had enough of that to laſt me the re- 
mainder of my life. |  [Exeunt. 


: 5 SCENE," Joſeph's Libr ary. 
ENTER JOSEPH and LaDY SNEERWELL. 
IJ. Sneer. Impoſſible ! Wilt not Sir Peter be immediate- 


ly reconciled to Charles, and no longer oppoſe his union 
-with Maria? | 
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Joſ. Can paſſion mend it ? 

L. Sneer. No, nor cunning neither. I was a fool to 
league with ſuch a blunderer. | 

of. Sure, my Lady Sneerwell, I am the greateſt ſuf. 
ferer in this affair, and yet, you ſee, I bear it with calmneſs. 

L. Sneer. Becavſe the diſappointment does not reach 
your heart: your intereſt only was concerned. Had you 
felt for Maria, what I do for that unfortunate libertine, 
your brother, yon would not be diſſuaded from taking e- 
very revenge 1n your . g 

Joſ. Why will you rail at me for the diſappointment. 

L. Sneer. Are you not the cauſe? Had you not a ſuffi- 
cient field for your roguery in impoſing upon Sir Peter, 
and ſupplanting your brother, but you muſt endeavour to 
feduce his wife, I hate ſuch an avarice of crimes ; tis an 
unfair monopoly, and never proſpers. 

Joſ. Well, I own I am to blame—T have deviated from 
the direct rule of wrong, Yet, I cannot think circum- 
ſtances are ſo bad as your ladyſhip apprehends. 

L. Sneer. No 
Joſ. Vou tell me you have made another trial of Snake, 
that he ſtil] proves ſteady to our intereſt, and that he is 
ready, if occaſion requires, to ſwear to à contract having 
paſſed hetween Charles and your ladyſhip. 

L. Sneer. And what then ? 

Joſ. Why, the letters which have been ſo carefully cir- 
culated, will corroborate his evidence, and prove the truth 
of the aſſertion. But I expect my uncle every moment, 
ard muſt beg your ladyſhip to retire into the next room. 

L. Sneer. But if he ſhould find you out. 

Joſ. I have no fear of that—Sir Peter won't tell for his 
own ſake, and I ſoon ſhall find out Sir Oliver's weak fide. 

L. Seer. Nay, I have no doubt of your abilities, only 
be conſtant to one villainy at a time. 

Fof. Well, I will, I will.--{ Exit Lady Sneerwell—It 
is confounded hard though, to be baited by one's confe- 
derates in wickedneſs—[ Knocking }—Who have we got 
here? My uncle Oliver I ſuppoſe—Oh, old Stanley again! 
How came he here? He Nu. ſtay— 

ENTER SIR OLIVER, | 
I told you already, Mr. Stanley, that it was not in m 
power to relieve you, 
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Sir Oliv. But J hear, Sir, that Sir Oliver is arrived, Fi 


and perhaps he might. - ; of tl 
Feſ. Well, Sir; you cannot ſtay now, Sir; but any o- rolen 
her time Sir, you all certainly be relieved. worſe 


Sir Oliv, Oh, Sir Oliver and I muſt he acquainted. been 
. Jef. I muſt inſiſt upon your going. Indeed, Mr. Stan. 
ley, you can't ſtay. 

Fir Oliv. Poſitively I muſt ſee Sir Oliver. | 
Jeſ. Then — you ſhan't ſtay. [ Puſding bim oui. 
ENTER CHARLES. 

Char. Hey day! what's the matter? Why, who the 
devil have we got here ! What, my little Premium. Oh, 
brother, you muſt not hurt my little broker: But hark ye, 
Joſeph, what have you been borrowing money too? . 

Joſ. Borrowing money! No, brother We expett 
my uncle Oliver here every minute, and Mr. Stanley in- 
fiſts upon ſeeing him. 

Char. Stanley! Why his name is Premium. 

Joſ. No, no ! I tell you his name is Stanley. 

Char. But I tell you again his name is Premium. 

Jo It don't ſignify what is name is. 

Char. No more it don't, as you fay, brother; for ] ſup- 
poſe he goes by half a hundred names, beſides A. B. at 
the coffee-houſes. But old Noll muſt not come and catch 
my little broker here neither. 

Joſ. Mr. Stanley, I beg 

Char. And I beg, Mr. Premium 
70 Vou muſt go, indeed, Mr. Stanley. 
B 


7 | 

Char. Aye, you muſt go, Mr. Premium. [ Both puſbing him 
ENTER SIX PETER, LaDY TEAZLE, MARIA, and 

RowLEY. | 

Sir Pet. What, my old friend Sir Oliver! what's the mat- 
ter? In the name of wonder were there ever two ſuch un- 
gracious nephews, to aſſault their uncle at his firſt viſit. 

L. Teax. On my word, Sir, it was well we came to 
your reſcue. | 

Joſ. Charles 

Char. Joſeph 

770 Now our ruin is complete. 

har. Very! 

Sir Pet. You find, Sir Oliver, your neceſſitous charac: 
ter of old Stanley could not protect you, 
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Sir Oliv. No! nor Premium neither. The neceſſities 
ef the former could not extract a ſhilling from that bene 
rolent gentleman there; and with the other I ſtood a 
worſe chance than my anceſtors, and had like to have 
been knocked down without being bid for. Sir Peter 
tan- my friend, and Rowley, look upon that elder nephew of 

mine; you both know what I have done for him, and 
how gladly I would have looked upon half my fortune as 
out: held only in truſt for him. Jodge then, of my ſurprize 
and diſappointment, at finding him deſtitute of truth, 
the charity, and gratitude, | 
Oh, Sir Pet. Sir Oliver, I ſhould be as much ſurprized as 
ye, vou, if I did not know him already to be artful, ſelfiſh, . 

; and hypocritical. : 
pect L. Teax. And if he pleads not guilty to all this, let 
m-. him call on me to finiſh his character. 

Sir Pet. Then I believe we need not add more; for if 
he knows himſelf, it will bea ſufficient puniſhment for him 
that he is known by the world. 

Char, If they talk this way to honeſty, what will they 


| ſay to me by and by. L Alde. 

up- Sir Oliv. As for that profligate there 

at b . L Pointing to Charles. 

itch Char. Aye, now comes my turn; the dam'd family 
pictures will ruin me. [ 4/ide. 


of. Sir Oliver will you honour me with a hearing? 
Char. Now. if Joſeph would make one of his long 
peeches, I ſhould have time to recolle& myſelf. [ Afide. 
Sir Pet. I ſuppoſe you would undertake to juſtify your- 
elf entirely. f 
Jof. I truſt T could, Sir. 
Sir Oliv. Ptha! ¶ Turns away from him] and I ſuppoſe 
une. ou could juſtify yourſelf too. [To Charles. 
Char. Not that I know of, Sir. 
Sir Oliv, What, my little Premium was let too much 
into the ſecret ! | 
Char, Why yes, Sir, but they were family ſecrets, and 
mould go no further. Z 
Roto. Come, come, Sir Oliver, I am ſure you cannot 
look vpon Charles's follies with anger. 
Sir Oliv. No, nor with gravity neither. Do you 
"now, Sir Peter, the young rogue has been ſelling me his 
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anceſtors; I have bought judges and ſtaff-officers by the 
foot, and maiden aunts as cheap as old china. | 
[During this ſpeech Charles laughs behind bis bat, 

Char. Why, that I have made free with the family can. 
vas is true; my anceſtors may riſe in judgment againſt me, 
there's no denying it; but believe me when I tell you, (aud 
upon my ſoul I would not ſay it if it was not ſo) if I don't 
appear mortified at theexpoſure of my follies, it is, becauſe 
I feel at this moment the warmeſt ſatisfaction, at ſeeing 
you my liberal benefactor. [ Embraces him, 

Sir Oliv. Charles, I forgive you; give me your hand 
again; the little ill-looking fellow over the ſettee has 
made your peace for you. 

Char, Then, Sir, my gratitude to the original is till 
increaſed. 

L. Tea. Sir Oliver, here is another, with whom I dare 
ſay Charles is no leſs anxious to be reconciled. 

Sir Oliv, I have heard of that attachment before, and 
with the lady's leave—if I conſtrue right, that bluſh— 

Sir Pet. Well, child, ſpeak: for yourſelf. 

Mar. I have little more to ſay, than that I wiſh him 
happy, and for any influence-I might once have had over 
his affections, I moſt willingly reſign them to one who 
has a better clam to them. - | 

Sir Pet. Hey! what's the matter now? While he was 
a rake and a profligate, you would hear of nobody eiſe; 
and now that he is likely to reform, you won't have him. 
What is the meaning of all this? 

Mar. His own heart, and Lady Sneerwell,- can bet 
inform you. 

Char. Lady Sneerwel] ! | 

570% I am very forry, brother, I am obliged to ſpeak 
to this point, but juſtice demands it from me; and*Lady 
Sneerwell's wrongs can no longer be concealed, 

ENTER LADY SNEERWEEL. 

Sir Pet. Another French Milliner !—I believe he has 
one in every room in the houſe, | 

L. Snecr. Ungrateful Charles! well you may ſeem con- 
founded and ſurpriſed at the indelicate ſituation to which 
your perfidy has reduced me. 

Char. Pray uncle, is this another of your plots ? for, a 
I live; this is the firſt time I ever heard of it, ; 
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Joſ. There is but one witneſs, I believe, neceſſary to 
he buſineſs. 


bat, Sir Pet. And that witneſs is Mr. Snake——you were 
an- Perfectly in the right to bring him with you. Let him 
me, appear. | | 

aud — Deſire Mr. Snake to walk. in.—It is rather un- 


ucky, madam, that he ſhould be brought to confront, 
ind not ſupport your Jadyſhip. 


eing ENTER SNARE. 
bim. L. Sneer. L am ſurpriſed + what, ſpeak * villain! have 
* you too conſpired againſt me? | 


- Snake. I beg yourladyſhip ten thouſand — I muſt 
pwn you paid me very liberally for the lying queſtions, 
vt I have unfortunately been offered double for ſpeaking _ 
he truth. | 
Sir Pet. Plot and 'connter-plot<T give your ladyſhip 
uch joy of your negotiation. 
L. Sneer, May the torments of deſpair and diſappoint- 
ent light upon you all. Going. 
L. Teaz. Hold, Lady Sneerwell; before you. go, give 
e leave to return you thanks, for the trouble you and 
his gentleman took, in writing letters in my name to 
'haries, and anſwering them yourſelf; — and, at the 
ame time, I muſt beg you will preſent my compliments 
o the ſcandalous college, of which you are preſident, and 
aform them that Lady. Teazle, hcentiate, returns the 
ploma they granted her, as ſhe leaves off practice, and 
1)ls characters no longer. 
L. Sneer. You too, madam! Provoking inſolent 
nay your huſband live theſe fifty years. [ Exit. 
L. Teav, O Lord——what a malicious creature it is. 
Str Pet. Not for her laſt wiſh, I hope. 
L. Teaz. Oh, no, no. 
Sir Pet. Well, Sir—what have you to ſay for yourſelf ? 
| 75 Joſeph. 
Joſ. Sir, I am ſo confounded that Lady Sneerwell 
ould impoſe upon us all, by ſuborning Mr. Snake, that 
know net what to ſay but —leſt her malice ſhould 
rompt her to injure my brother had better follow her. 


| [ Ext. 
Sir Oliv. Moral to the laſt. 
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Sir Oliv. Marry her, Joſeph, marry her if you can. 
Oil and vinegar—you'll do very well together. 

Rowl. Mr. e, I believe we have no farther occaſion 
for you. | 

Snake. Before I go, I'muſt beg pardon of theſe good 
ladies and gentlemen, for whatever trouble I have been 
the humble inftrument of cauſing. 
; Sir Pet. You have made amends by your open confel- 
ion. 5 | 

Snake, But I muſt beg it as a favour that it may never 
be ſpoke of. 

Str Pet. What! are you aſhamed of having done one 
good action in your life? | 

Snake. Sir, I requeſt you to conſider that 1 live by the 
badneſs of my character, and if it was once known that 
I had been betrayed into an honeſt action, I ſhould loſe e- 
very friend I have in the world. [ Ext, 

Sir Oliv. Never fear, we ſhan't traduce you by ſaying 
any thing in your praiſe. 

Sir Pet. There's a ſpecious rogue for you. | 

L. Teax. You ſee, Sir Oliver, it needed no great per- 


Sir Oliv. So much the better; I'll have the wedding 
to morrow morning. 

Ser Pet. What! before you aſk the girl's conſent ? 

Char. I have done that a long time ſince——above 3 
minute ago and ſhe look d | 

Mar. O ſye, Charles! proteſt, Sir Peter, there has 
not been a word ſaid. | 

Sir Oliv, Well, well, the leſs the better [ joining their 
bands] there=and may your love never know abatement, 

Str Pet. And may you live as happily together, as La- 
dy Teazle and I—intend to do. 

Char. I ſuſpect, Rowley, I owe much to you. 

Sir Oliv. You do, indeed. 

Roæol. Sir, if J have failed in my endeavours to ſerve 
you. you would have been indebted to me for the attempt. 

©, d-lerve to be happy, and you overpay me. 
E Str Pet, Aye, honeſt Rowley always faid you would re- 
orm. 

Char. Look'ye, Sir Peter, as to reforming, I ſhall make 
no promiſes, and that I take to be the ſtron geit proc: 
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that I intend ſetting about it. But here ſhall be my mo- 
nitor, my gentle guide can I leave the virtuous path 
ow _ minate ? | 

Tho” thou, dear maid, ſhould'ſt wave thy beauty's wa 

Thou ſtill muſt rule, becauſe I will obeys WR as 

An humble fugitive from folly view, 

No ſanctuary near but love—and you. 

You can, indeed, each anxious fear remove, 

For even ſcandal dies if you approve. 


EPILOGUE. : 
WRITTEN BY MR. COLMAN, 


Spoken in the Charafter of Lavy TxAzLE. 


I, WHO was late fo volatile and Fay 
Like a trade-wind muſt now blow all one way; 
Bend all my cares, my ſtudies, and my vows, 

To one old ruſty weather-cock---my ſpouſe ; 
So wills our virtuous bard---the pye-ball'd Bayes 
of crying epilogues and laughing plays. 

Old bachelors, who imart young wives, 
Learn from our play to- e your lives! 
Each bring his to town=--all faults upon her- 
London will prove the very ſource of honour; _ 
Plung'd fairly in, like a cold bath, it ſerves, 

M hen principles relax to brace the nerves, 
Such is my caſe—-and yet I muſt deplore 
That the gay dream of diſſipation's oer; 
And ſay, ye fair! was ever lively wite, 
Born with a genius for the higheſt lite, 

- Like me, untimely blaſted in her bloom; 
Like me, condemn'd to ſuch a diſmal doom 
Save money hen I juſt knew how to waſte it 
Leave London---juſt as I began to taſte it! 
Muſt I then watch the early crowing cock ? 
The melancholy ticking of a clock ? 
In the lone ruſtic hall tor ever pounded, 
With dogs, cats, rats, and ſqualling brats furrounded ; 
With humble curates can I now retire, 
(While good Sir Peter bouzes with the ſquire) 
And at back-gammon mortify my ſoul, 
I hat pants for Lu, or flutters at a Vole? 
Seven's the Main! dear found! that muſt expire, 
Loſt at hot cockles round a Chriſtmas fire 
The tranſient hour of faſhion too ſcon ſpent. 
« Farewell the tranquil mind, farewell content! 
Farewell the plum'd head the cuſhion'd tete, 
© That takes the cuſhion from its proper ſeat 
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EPILOG UE. 


« The ſpirit 232 drum ! — card drums I mean 
« Spaditlc, odd-Trick, Pam, Baſto,- King and Queen *. 
« And yen, ye knockers, that with brazen throat, 
« The welcome viſitor's ap cenote, 
« Farewell! All quality ot high renown, 
« Pride, p, ard circumſtance of glorions Town, 
Farewell! your revels I partake no more, | 
« And Lady Teazle's occupatiun's oer!“ 

All this I told our bard, be im ibd, and ſaid twas clear 
I ourht to play deep trage iy next year : 
Mean while he drew wilz morals from his play, 
And in tkcie ſolemn period's ſt. Ax d away. 
„Bleſt were the fair, like you, her faults who ſtopt! 
And clos'd her follies, when the curtain dropt! 
4 No more in vice or error to en 


or play the fol at large on lite's great ſtage * 
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The Duenna. 


ACT I. 
SCENE, Don Jerome's Houſe, at Night, 
ExXTER LOPEZ, with a Lantborn, 


LOPEZ, 
ELL, furely, this is the hardeft taſk in nature, 


; \ to ſerve a man ſo far gone in love. Why, my 

maſter neither eats, drinks, nor fleeps ; and 
here I am obliged to attend him, night and day, in the 
charming amuſements of faſting and waking :—This 
may be pleaſant to a lover; but as I am not one of the 
ſighing gentry, I could wiſh for more ſubſtantial enter- 
tainment.—At this rate, we ſhall make a black Lent of 
the whole year ;—in a fortnight I ſhall be ſhrunk to leſs 
than a ſizeable cel my cheeks are already thinner than 
parchment, and my jaws, for want of proper uſe, are 
almoſt lock d: — T his maſter of mine is, — but here lie 


Omes. 


ENTER FERDINAND. 
Ferd. Well, ſirrah, what are you doing here? Did I 
not order you home ? 3 

Lop. I was thinking, Sir, if you would be but perſuad- 
ed to go home, lie down, and take a little bit of a nap— 
if it was hut by way of novelty, it— 8285 

Ferd. Who bid you think, raſcal? Begone! and let me 
no longer be troubled with your impertinence. 

Lap. Impertinence! Dear Sir, conſider my melancholy 
ondition ; and, if you will indulge any paſſion, pray let 
t be compaſſion for the hollow ſound of my ſtomach 
Ferd. Peace, cormorant ! Thou haſt not an idea beyond 


e groſs ſenſation of . 
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Lop. I confeſs the charge, and heartily wiſh it more 
ſubſtantial than mere idea— 

Ferd. No more, dolt! You muſt faſt and wake as long 
as I pleaſe; ſo begone home, as you fear correction. A 
| | [Exit Ferdinand, 

Lp. There he goes! Love has taken full poſſeſſion of 
nis brain; and, until be comes to his ſober ſences, I ſhall | 
have neither food nor reſt.— Plague of all your fine ſen. L. 
ſations, I ſay. | [ Exit, A 


SCENE. A 


ENTER ANTONIO, FERDINAND, and GENTLEMEN, 
with gvitars,) end maſt d; who approach under Lovk L. 


SA's window. A. 
7 SERENADE. * 

Ant. Tell me, my lute, can thy ſond ſtrain | Je 

So gently ſpeak thy maſter's pain, A, 

So ſoftly fine, ſo humbly figh, Je 


That t ho' my ſleeping love ſhall know 
Who fings—who ſighs beloõW 

Her roſy ſſumbers ſhall not fly. 

Thus may ſome viſion whiſper more 


Than ever I durſt ſpeak before Te 
. "ot AT . . . | —a ſ 
Ferd. Tis all in vain, Antonio; Louiſa will not ben calicc 
vou; and, if ſhe does, *twill be to little purpoſe. * 
Ant. 1 am not of your opinion Ferdinand: a ſincere to fac 
tender love ſhould never fhrink at a faint repulſe ; if co. 
is within hearing, I doubt not to convince you of your u mant 
. whini 
2 
Ant. The breath of. morn bids hence the night; hear 3 

Unveil thoſe beauteous eyes my fair; 

For, all the dawn ot love is there, 
I fcel no day—l own no light. | 
[ Ijter the ſong Louiſa appears at her window.) 

AIR. | | Ant 
Leu. Welitine, I heard thy numbers chide, FR * 
Waking, the dawn did bleſs my fight; To er 
"Tis 1''.2»bns ſure, that woos I ed, tonio- 


Wo ſpeaks in ſong, who moves in light, 
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rl pos Jexous above, opens bis window.) ' 
AIR, TRIO, 


lo 
| * Jer. What vagabonds are theſe I hear, 
and, Fiddling, fluting, rhyming, ranting, 
n of Piping, ſcraping, whining, canting? 
ſhall | Fly, ſcurvy minttrels, fly! N 
fon. Lou, Nay, pray thee, tather, wiy ſo rough? 
Fri Art. An humble lover 1 

| Jer. How durſt you, daughter, lend an ear 

To ſuch deceiitul ituff? 

1EN, Quick from the window, fly ! 
Ul Lu. Adicu, Antonio! Ant. Muit you go? 


A. & L. We ſoon, perhaps, may meet again; 
For tho' hard fortune is our foe, 
The god of iove will fight for us. 
Jer. Reach me the blunderbuſs! uh; 
A. & L. The God of love who knows our pain. 
Fer. Hence, or theſe ſlugs are thro” your brain. 


SCENE, Chamber in Don Jerome's Houſe, 
ENTER Don JEROME and Lovisa, 


Fer. Tis well the caterwauling puppy made his eſcape : 
—2 minute more, and I would have made a riddle of nis 
cal:co carcaſe. * 

Lou. Wuy, Sir, ſhould his honourable love ſabj:& him 
to ſuch cruel treatment ? : 

Jer. Honourable love! and cruel treatment —fine ro- 
mantic bauble, truly But I'll make you know, ſighing. 
whining, madam, that you are a Fn Aon born to obey, 
and I a father, born to command, ablolute in power, 
and ſhrewd in diſcernment: —ſo, no more tricks, d'ye 
hear ? | | [Exeunt into the houſe, 


SCENE, Street. 
ENTER FERDINAND and ANTONIO, 
Ant. Nay, prithee don't be grave, Ferdinand—l have 
my perplexaties z yet bear up againſt them. 
Ferd. I am the. moſt unfortunate of all men living, An- 
2 
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Ant. What is the matter Has Clara and you had 
any difference ? 

Ferd. I am on the rack !—ſhe is ſo much diſpleaſed, 
that I know not if ever I ſhall ſee her again. 

Ant. What has ſhe taken ill Modu muſt have been 
much to blame; for Clara is all gentleneſs. 

Ferd. Indeed I found i it was impoſſible to attempt ſee. 
ing her, the father kept ſo watchful an eye ;—ſo that 

—— — to bribe her maid ; vhich ſucceeded to my wiſh, 
e conveyed me to her apartment. 

Ant. A gallant youth, upon my word !—And, then, 
I'll be — 4 ou took beams 4 liberty that has ſhocked her 
delicacy.— Tell me did you dare to take her hand.  - 

Ferd. Moſt aſſuredly I did. 

Ant. And did you jams to treſpaſs on a kiſs vier 
her conſent ? 

Ferd. A kiſs! 1 raviſh'd a dozen from her. 

Ant. Ang can you wonder at her diſpleaſure ? 

; 1 Not in the leaſt : but I am diſtracted in having 
oſt her. 


Ferd. Could T her faults remember, 
Forgetting every charm, 
Soon would impartial Reaſon 
The tyrant Love difarm : 
But when earag'd I number 
ante 
Loe ugge er anty, 
And ſees, white Reaſon's blind. 


Ferd. Antonio, you were once fond af Clara: hoy 
ſtands your affection now ? 

Aut. Vour ſiſter now poſſeſſes all my ſoul.— I ong 
mought Clara had charms; but the coldneſs and negled 
with which ſhe treated me, " recalled my heart to its wont 


ed ſtate of indifference, 


Ant. I neter could any luſtre ſee 
In eyes that would not look on me: 43 
I Ineer ſaw nectar on a lip, | 
- But where * own did hope to ſip. 
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Has the maid who ſetks my heart 
Cheeks of roſe untouch'd by art 
I will own the colour true, 

When yielding bluſhes aid their hue. 
Is her hand ſo ſoft and pure 

I muſt preſs it to be ſare: 

Nor can I e' en be certain then, 
Till it grateful preſs again. 

Muſt I, with attentive eye, 

Watch het heaving bofotn figh ? 

I will do ſo- ben I fee 

That heaving boſom ſigh for me. 


Ferd. T'll do all in my power to aſſiſt your fuit with my 
ſiſter ;—but I —_— you not to attempt running away 
with her..-Y ou ſhall have my intereſt as far as that can 
ſerve you. | 

Ant. Would not you, Ferdinand, run away with Clara, 
if ſhe would confent ? - 

Ferd. I muſt. confeſs. I ſhould not hefitate : but, you 
will allow, we never do by other men's wives and daugh- 
ters, as we wiſh they ſhould do by ours. 

Ant. You need be under no uneafinefs, on my account, 
in reſpe& to Clara. 


AIR. 
Aut. - Friendſhip is the bond of reaſon; 
But, if beauty diſapprove, 
Hedv'n abſolves all other treaſon, 
In the heart that's true to love. * 


The faith which to my friend I ſwore, . 
As a civil oath I view: 

But to the charms which I adore, 
*Tis feligion to be true. 


Then if to one I falſe muſt be; 
Can I doubt which to prefer 

Breach of ſocial faith N | 
Or ſacrilege to love and her. 


| [Exit Antonio, 

i Ferd. Siire Antonio has no hirking paſſion for Clara, 
| And yet, methinks, this Pg m be all pretence >- 
I: ; | EE 
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for who that has ever loved her can ceaſe to do ſo—Bu, 
from his tried ſincerity, how can I doubt his friendſhip? 


AIX. 


Tho' the cauſe of ſuſpicion appears, 
Yet proofs of her love too are ſtrong 
I'm a wretch if right in my fears, 
And unworthy her ſmiles if I'm wrong. 
What heart-breaking torments from jealouſy flow, 
Ah! none but the jealous - the jealcus can know! 


When bleſt-with-the-ſmiles of my fair, 
E know not how much I adore; 
"Theſe ſmiles let another but ſhare, 
And I wonder4 priz'd them no more. 
Then whence. can I hope a relief from my woe, 
When the ſalſer ſhe ſeems, ſtill the fonder I grow 


SCENE, Chamber in Don Jerome's Houſe. 


ENTER Louis A and DUENNA., 


Duen. Are you ſtill determined, my dear Miſs, to take 
ſo raſh a fiep ?—Are. you, really ſo fond of Antonio, as to 
marry him without a fortune? I fear you will hereafte 
repent and reflect on the imprudence of your choice, 


AIX. 
Leu. Thou can'ſt not boaſt of ſortuhe's ſtore, 
My love! while me they wealthy call; 
But I was glad to find thee poo 
For, with my heart, I'd give thee all : 
And then the grateful youth ſhall own, 
I lov'd him for himſelf alone. 


But, when his worth my hand ſhall gain, 
No word or look of mine ſhall ſhew, 
That I the ſmalleſt thought retain, © 
Of what my bounty did beſtow : 
Yet ſtil his gratefvl heart ſhall own. 
1 lov'd him for himſelf alone. 


—— 


Ducn. Indeed, Loviſa, I overheard your father ſay y 
Mould marry little Iſaac, t he Jew, to- momow mon 


\ 


But, 
up? 
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Now, if we ſuccecd in our plot, you ſhall give him up 
to me entirely, 3 : | 

Lou. O yes, with all my heart !—But have you gained 
the maid to 13 My brother Ferdinand has pro- 
miſed his aſſiſtance. | 

Duen. All is as you wiſh, But I muſt have Antonio's 
laſt letter. That muſt be che cauſe of his ſuſpicion; and 
leave the reſt to me. 

Lou. There it is; [gives a letter] and I wiſh you ſuc. 
ceſs with all my heart. | | 
ENTER Dod JFROME and FERDINAND. 

Jer. What is all this ſcraping, fiddling, and ſerenading 
—[ deſire I may have no more of it.—And what have your 
been about, Sir ?—diſturbing ſome honeſt family in the 
ſame manner, Iſuppoſe. Louiſa, to-morrow, child, I have 
determined yori Man marry Iſaac Mendoza; aud then 

Lou. O, Sir, do not make me miſcrable— 

Jer. Any thing more? 

Lou. r, he's a Jew— ; 

Jen. Thats a miſtake ; for he's changed his religion 
theſe fix weeks.—Any thing more? 

Lou. Sir, he's a Portuguzze, | 

Jer. That's another miſtake ; for he has forſworn his 
country.—Any thing more? | 

Lou. Sir, he has, to me, the greateſt fault that ever a 
man had. 

Jer. Hey-day !— What's that, pray? 

Lou. He is my averſion. | 

Jer. Louiſa, I care not: I know he loves you, and has 
the money. The beſt experiment in nature, to obtain 
good fruit, is to graft on a crab. Vou know my wife 


and I lived very happy; yet there was no love between 


us, and we expected none; therefore, were not diſap- 
pointed: —and, the poor woman, when ſhe died, I was 
ſo ſorry, that I did not care if ſhe had lived. I wiſh every 
man in Spain could ſay as much. And now, Sir, if you 
have any more advice to give your ſiſter, about diſobedi- 
ence to her father, be brief; for I intend to lock her up 
in her room, and will not ſee her face, till ſhe returns to 
her duty. 1 4 
Ferd. Sir, for my ſiſter's ſake, I caunot help ſpeak- 
1 — 158 — 

F4 : | 
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Fer. Then, Sir, for my fake, hold your tongue. , __ 

mah, 4 fraeet\ 4 OR 
Don JEAOME locks up Louie, 7 returning, meets the 

UENNA. e 

Jer, So, madam ! have I found y a out Here“ 2 
witch! enga fla A2 de Fed: Bog did you * 
to encourage ſuch a piece of miſchief 77 
__ Duen, Well, and if Lam in Antonio's intereſt, I am 
not aſhamed to own it; for 1 always delighted in the ten- 

r SNUTS ES ags 
Jaer. In the tender 117 O, you old piece of ini. 
quity | you are an antidote 


to all the tender paſſions. . Get 
out of my houſe, this moment—out of my, houſe, I ſay! 
You, that I took into my houſe to be a ſcaregrow, to be- 
come a decoy-duck !—Get along! you old piece of ini- 
uity ! E 

5 Duen. Well, Sir, 1 don't want to ſtay in your houſe; 
but I muſt go and lock up my wardrobe. - "0 

Fer. Your wardrobe ! When you came into my houſe, 
you could carry your wardrobe in your combcaſe, you 


could, you old dragon. 


Duen. And my vel, too—1 hope you would not have 
me go without my veil. re * 

er. Your veil l. You can't go without a veil, indeed! 
I ſuppoſe you are afraid of your beauty, Well, go 
along and get your veils you ojd devil: [ He lets the Duenna 
in to Louiſa.} A fine ſtory indeed ! it parents are to be diſ- 
2 on account of loxe, liking, beauty, and ſuch non- 
ſenſe :—But, as my father made me marry to pleaſe him, 
without caring. twopence for my bride ; ſo, my daughter 
ſhall marry to pleaſe me, though age, deformity, and ava- 


4 


rice ſhould be my choice, 


AIR, 


If a daughter you have, ſhe's the plague of your life: 
No peace you ſhall know, tho? you've buried your wife; 
At twenty ſhe mocks at the, duty you. taught her 
O! what a plague is an obſtinate daughter! 
Sighing and whining ! 
Dying and pining ! 
O what a plague is an obſtinate daughter 
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Ven fearte in thei teens they have wit to perpix us; 
With letters and lovers they perpetually vex us; 
While each ſtill rejects the fair ſuitor you've brought her; 
Wrangling and Jangling 2 
Fa and pouting ! | _ . 
o! what à plague is au obſtinate daughter! 


Jer. So, madam, you have got your veil: Now march 
off ;—and, if you pleaſe, I'M {ee you clear of my houſe. 
—There, go——7go to Antonio go to him; and do ye 
hear ?—ſince he has got you turned out of a gbod plice, 
he had better make you amends, by taking you home with 
himſelf. [Exit Don Jerome. 

SCENE, Town. 
ENTER Lovisa, who peeps through her veil. 
Lou. Good bye to you, Sir, [I augbing. 
ENTER CLARA and MAID. 
[Lovis ſees them and retiret. 

Maid. Well, madam, what ſteps do you intend to pur- 
ſue, now that you have eſcaped from your father? 

Cla. My intention is to viſit the convent of St. Catha- 
rine's ; and; perhaps hereafter take the veil, Ferdinand 
has ſo much offended me, that I cannot forgive him. 

Lou. ¶ Coming forward} Now, I have left my father's. 
hauſe, I don't know where to go: —if I knew). Ha! 
who's here ?—methinks it ſhould be Clara. 

Cla. That muſt be Louiſa, f Both kfting up their veili.I 

Lou. Clara! 

Cla. Louiſa ! 5 | | 

Lou. Clara, I am aſfam'd to inform you what I have 
1 our good ſenſe will certainly condemn my con- 

uct. 

Cla. Tell me, my dear; — I am your friend, and you 
may truſt me. 5 | | | 

Lou. To be plain, then, my dear Clara, I have elop'd . 
from my father's houſe, 

Cla. Indeed, Louiſa, I ſhould be angry at fo mad an de- 
tion, but that T have jult now coinitiitted the ſame offence. 

Lou. And how do you intend” to avoid the ſearch of 
your family ? | 
Cla. I am going to the convent of St, Cathirine's=Miy 
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farther's ſeverity is paſt all bearing; and your brother hay 
ſo much offended me, that I ſhall-never forgive him. 


AIX. 


Cla. When ſable night each drooping plant reſtoring, 
Wep't o'er her flow'rs her breath did cheer, | 
As ſomeſad widow o'er her babe deploring, 
Wakes its beauty with a tear. 


When all did fleep, whoſe weary hearts could borrow 
One hour from love and care to reſt— 
Lo! as I preſs'd my couch in filent ſorrow, 
My lover caugat me to his breaſt ! 


He vow*d he came to ſave me 
From thoſe that would enſlave me; 
Then kneeling, 
Kiſſes ſtealing, 
Endleſs faith he fwore ! 
Bur ſoon I chid him thence, 
For, had his fond pretence 
Obtain'd one faveur then— 
And had he preſs'd again, | 
I fear'd my treach'rous heart might grant him more 


7 


N Cla. Where is Antonio pls he not the partner of yor 
flight ? 

| py No; nor is heacquainted with my intention. 

father cruelly, inſiſted I ſhould marry Iſaac the Jew to- mu 
row :—this extraordinary command has compelled me 

this diſagreeable ſtep.— Oh yonder goes my brother, wi 
the very man my father intended. I ſhould marry. 

Cla. Won't it be dangerous if he ſees you ? 4: 

Lou. No, my dear, he never ſaw me; but his freque 
viſits to my father's made him ſhew his odious figure nt 
ry often before my window, from whence he was fl 
to me. 

Cla. He comes this way: I'll leave you: [p07 
But, Louiſa, when you ſee your beaker, ba ſure you dei 
tell him that I am gone to the convent of St. Catharine 
two doors down on the right hand fide of the piazza. | 

Lou. Oh, you may nd upon it! I will tellb 
Where you may -nct be fcund; [geing] But my « 


THE: DOUBLE ELOPEMENT. 092 


friend, will you allow me to make uſe of your name, as I 
may find occaſion. 


Cla. With all my hone? z—any thing in my omar you 
a - [ Exit Clara. 


may command. 


ENTE ISAAC. : 

Iſa. Ay, ay !—there's no doubt this little figure of mine 
will ſoon captivate the heart of Don Jerome's daughter. 
—But, who have we here ;—a pretty girl, faith !—how 
ſhe eyes me; [ Louiſa approaches] ay, ay! ſheiscertainly 
fruck with my dreſs and figure: and I don't wonder at 
it;—-I have ſome reaſon to think they are particularly 
ſtriking. | 

Les Sir, your ſervant: good ſtranger, I hope you 
will excuſe this liberty ;—T have a favour to requeit of 

"Ou, 
Ia. I am ſorry for you, young woman but I am po- 
ſitively engaged 5 

Lou. But, 2 9 don't ſeem to underſtand me 

Ja. I can't make you any honourable propoſals 
and, if I was to offer any thing elſe, I ſuppoſe you have 
ſome good - natured brother or couſin that would run me 
through the guts.——You have no hopes, child — I am 
ſorry for you. 9 

Lou. It is not your ꝓerſon J ſolicit; I have no ambition 
of that kind; my ſuit is of a very different nature: To 
be plain with you, Sir, I am told you are acquainted with 
Signior Antonio; if it is not too much trouble, and 
vou will lend your pity to a ſtranger, pleaſe to direct him 
to me. 

Ja. Oh. —then 'tis not me you are fond of ?—— 

Lau. You !—no, indeed. 

Ja. Why, then, I muſt tell you, that you are a little, 
confident, ſelf-ſufficient minx, and not the perſon I took 
you for.— But pray, young woman, what is your name? 

Lou. Clara, Br, Don Guzman's daughter. I have left 
my father's houſe, in purſuit of my lover; who, as yet, 
knows nothing of the matter. 

Iſa. Hum this may turn to my advantage ;—for 
Louiſa, I know, is fond of Antonio, and, if ſhe ſhould be 
jealous of Clara, ſhe* will then conſent to marry me, in 
rovenge for Antonio's falſehood. [ Aſde.] Well, mils, to 
thew you my good nature, I'll forgive the affront you 


* 
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offered the; I wilt endeavour to find your Iover,-and:-feq 
him to you immediately.—In the mean time, here comg 
A friend of mine I can confide- in: he will take eare of 
you while I look for Antonio. 
| _ Ent#& CArkL6s: 
Ia. Carlos, this is a yt lady, whoſe lover I am go. 
ing in ſearch of: you will take her to my lodings til 
I find him.— Be ſure to take particutar care of her. 
Lou. O Sir, flow that you are acquainted with br - ſitd- 
Ation, ſurè you won't deceive me: —if you do, it ten. 
der me miſcrable 
Car. Well ſaid, female politician. 
: : AIR. 
Car. Had I a heart for falſehodd fram'd, . 
I ne'er could-injure you: 
For, tho' your tongue no protniſe claim d. 
Your charms would make me true. 


To you no ſoul ſhall bear deceit, 
No ſtranger offer wiong; 
For friends in all the ag'd you'll meet, 
And brothers in the ybung. 


But when they leatn that you Have bleftz:, 
Another with your heart, | 
They'll bid afpiring paſſions reſt, 
And act a brother's part. 


Then lady dread not here deceit, 
Nor fear to ſuffer wrong; 
For friends in all the ag'd you'll meet; 
And brothers in the young. 
DECALOGUE, 
Ih. My miſtreſs expects me and 1 muſt go to her, 
Or how can! hope for a ſmile? 
Lou. Soon may you return a proſperous wooer, 
But think what I ſuffer the whlle! 


Alone and away from the man that I love, 
In ſtrangers I'm fore'd to confide, 
E. Dear lady, Hy friend you may truſt; and he 
Yor ſervant, prote ddr; and guide, 9 
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* A IX. 
Car. Gentle maid, ah] why ſuſpect me? 
Let me ſerve thee - then reject me. 
Can ſt thou truſt and I deceive thee ? 
Art thou ſad and ſhall I grieye thee ? 
- Gentle maid, ah! why ſuſpect me? 
Let gie ſerve thee then reject me. 


Lu. Never may'ſt thou happy be 
If in ought thou'rtfalſe to me ! 
Car. Never may I happy be, Sc. 
Ia. N. ver may he, c. | | 
Ia I am ſure my good friend will do all in his power 
to amuſe you, till I find Antonio, and. ſeud him to 0. 
I muſt on another errand. Os 


Ac Ii. 
-- SCENE, Parlour in Don Jerome's Houle, 
ENTER Don JEROME and ISAAC, ecting. 


JEROME. 
Af little- Iſaac, I rejoice to ſee thee—T have been 
thinking of thee, and have been planning for thy 
happineſs. 

Ja. Non Jerome, you are too good to me; and I am 
much obliged to you. Il dare ſay you have thought me 
tardy in my viſit :-but a circumſtance has detained me 
which I will inform you of —Your neighbour Don __ 
man's daughter is run away from her father: — I met 
in my way hither ; and ſhe ſent me to. ſeek Antonio, 
You ſee I can keep a ſecret. | 

Jer. Ah, Iſaac, fee when my daughter will ſerve me 
ſuch a trick, — I am wiſer. than them all.—I have locked 
her up, to make ſure of her, | 

Ia. And ſee when my miſtreſs will ſerve me ſo.— My 
aunt always called me, Wiſe little-Sylomon ; let Iſaac alone 
bes a cunning little dog; a little xggyilh, ,now and then, 
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in money matters; but keen; deviliſh keen I—I will feng » 
Antonio to het; in which caſe he will be no longer w 
rival with Louifa — Ay, ay! IJ am deviliſh keen gu / 
what hopes offucceſs have L with your fair daughter 
Jer. Why; indeed, ſhe is like all her ſex——a littl 5 
perverſe :—but I have locked her up, and have ſworn ne. * 
ver to ſee her more, till ſhe is obedient to ny comma; 
—and, to-morrow, Iſaac I intend you ſhall marry, her, 1 
—O ! ſhe is a beautiful creature. 77 ; 
Ja. I do not doubt it.—Pleaſe, Sir, to give me a. lte. 
ſeription of her. | 5 
Fer. With all my heart. Let me ſee now. -er fry 
eyes are like diamonds of the firſt water 
Ia. Diamonds of the firſ water; that's very good; 
But I had much rather they were real diamonds. Alida 
Jer. Her ſkin is like the pureſt dimitty— her teeth 7 
are even, and whiter and better enamelled than elephant: 
—and her voice-is like a Virginian nightingale ;z—and, as 
for dimples—hold, hold! dimples did I ſay No, ſhehzs 
but one dimple; but I defy you to tell which is the pret. 
tieft, the cheek that has the dimple, or the cheek that 
has not the dimple !—then,. her chin;—ſhe has a lovely 
down on her chin, like the down of a peach 
Ja. Lord !' Lord! I am afraid I. ſhall be overpowered 
with her beauty; and I ſhould not care to be in love with 
any thing but her money :—but, for my part, I don't 
much mind whether handſome or otherwife— ; 
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AIR. 


Ja. Give Iſaac the nymph whom no beauty can boaſt, 
But health and good-humour to make her his toaſt , 
If ſtraighty I don't mind whether flender or fat. 
At ſix feet, or four we'll ne' er quarrel for that. 


Whate'er her complexion, I. vow I. don't care; 
If brown it is laſting more pleaſant if fair, 


And, tho? in her cheeks I no dimples ſhould ſee, 


Let her ſmile——and each dell is a dimple to me. i; 
| Let her locks be the reddeſt that ever were ſeen, wy f 
And her eyes be e*en any colour, but green; 0 »y 


For in eyes, tho' ſo various ir luſtre and hue, 
I ſwear I've. no choice—only let her have two. 


THE DOUBLE ELOPEMENT.. 9% 


"Tis true I'd diſpenſe with a throne on her back, 
And white teeth I own—are.gentzeler-than black 
A little round chin too's a beauty I've heard, 
But I only defire=—that. ſhe may 'nt have a beard; - 


er. There ! there! go sto her : that 

wa to her chamber ;- 7 will conduct — 
the apartment. 

Iſa. I muſt ITY I feel a little baſhful—How ſhould 
L addreſs her ? Do you think ſhe will be ſtruck with: 
my figure? 

Yer, You a aver !—and aſk that queſtion—let me in- 
{truſt you 


AIR. 


Jer. When the maid whom we love 
No intreaties can move, 
Who's lead a life of pining ? 
If her charms will excuſe. 
The fond raſhneſs you uſe, 
Away with idle whining ! 


Ne'er ſtand like a fool, 

With looks ſheepiſh and cool; 
Such baſhful love is teazing : - 

But with ſpirit addreſs, 

And your ſure of ſucceſs ; 
For honeſt warmth is pleaſing.. 


Nay, tho' wedlock's in view, 
Like a rake if you'll woo, 
Girls ſooner quit their coldneſs: 
They know beauty inſpires, 
Leſyfgeſpet than deſires - 
Hence love is prov'd by boldneſs. 


So ne'er ſtand like a fool, Se. 
[Exit Don Jerome. 
- 


. SCENE, chamber. | | 
Ja. Hark! 1 thought I heard her !—No; it was only 
my fears — Lord! ſhe muſt be a moſt beautiful and en- 
chanting creature —I think I hear the rattling of filks ; 
—it mutt be ſhe,—O, here ſhe comes, 
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TER DuzRxA dreſſed like Lov1sa.. 


28 Sir, yo r ſervant 

Ja. Vour — aner 

Luen. My papa has i ormed me, Sir, t ay you are the 
1 


Fo; 


ntleman who has kindly. profeſſed a 
l you pleaſe to-fit down, b Sir * * 
Ja. ” Milam, I ko I ho I hope, madam Ada 
N towards the chair.] O la ¶ Duenna advan 
towards the chair] I don't know what to ſay. [Sees ber 
Zounds what a witch ! a 
Duen. What's the matter, Sir ?—you ri uten l 
I/a. No madam, I'm obliged to Toa. EF oinds 1 is this 
the bit of dimitty he told me off But as long as ſhe ha 
money enough, Ill try to reconcile her looks. Ad. 
Duen. J hope you are not ill, Sir 
Ja. Only a little ſurpriz'd, madam ; your beauty ha 
overcome me:—Yes, ſhe has the down upon ber chin, ſun 
enough. 


ty EE me.— 


Duen. Do, pray fit down, Sir but you'll wonde 1 
at my condeicenſion, Sir; I was inform d you was the 7 
pooreſt, little diminutive wretch ; 


that you was ill. 
made, yellow-faced, ſnyb-nos'd Lars of which 
find — ſo genteel, ſo well bred, that: I proteſt I am quit 
charm'd with y ou! 

Ja. There 2 ſomething: very, pretty in-the tone of he 
voice. 

Duen. You are really fo captivating, that I am quit 
delighted with yqu—ſo much, that maiden honeſty gives 
way to the ſtriking proportion of your perſon : 

Ja. Faith now I look at her again, .ſhe is not quite { 

ugly. [Drawing nigh.) Will you pardon me, madam, if. 
ſalute you? [ K? es. . a man might a 
well kiſs a hedgehog. 1 ſhould get 

Duen, But, Sir, you mu pardon1 me, u ſhou 
of Tas * — —1 proteſt it is like © th LITRE L We 

I hy, as you ſay, miſs, the razor would not be call 

amiſs—for either of us. ' [Afide. }—— But, I am told you re, an 
have a ſweet voice, miſs, will you pleaſe to favour n Due 
with a ſong——by way of paſſing the time? As 

Duen. My papa, Sir, is afraid to truſt me even with at 
muſic-maſter; and I have not practiſed for ſome time: on 
But I'll try, [ Endeavours ta fg, but ſcreams. ] la. 


< — 
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Ia. Very like a Virginian nightingale— [ Afide. 
| nod; I'm very hoarſe, Sir. 

Ju. Oh, pray, miſs, don't trouble yourſelf to fing any 
ore: I hear you are very hoatſe but, perhaps, it you 
took it lower, it would not oblige you to make fuch wry 
faces. | 


Duen. I have a great cold, Sir — but to pleaſe fo ac - 


* compliſhed a gentleman, T'll endeavour to recolle& my 
nud new words. 
n'd ATR, 
thi 
ha Duen. When a tender maid 
fide, Is firſt eſſay d 
By ſome admiring ſwain, 
ba How her bluſhes riſe, 
ſur If the meets his eyes, 
2 While he unfolds his pain 
nde If he takes her hand - ſhe trembles quite ! 
81 Touch her lips—and ſhe ſwoons outright. 
il While a pit- a- pat, Cc. 
ich! Her heart avows her fright. 


But in time appear 
"ha Fewer ſigns of fear : 
The youth ſhe boldly views. 
If her hand he graſp, 
* Or her boſom claſp, 
No mantling bluſh enſues ! 


Then to church well pleaſed the lovers move, 
While her ſmiles. her contentment prove: 
And a pit-a- pat, &c. 
Her heart avows her love ! 


. Well, mis Louiſa, may I hope for the happineſs 
k calling you mine, to-morrow ?—It is your father s de- 
re, and what I molt ardently wiſh for. 
Duen. One thing promiſed, and I ſhall freely conſent. 
As my father treated me with ſeverity, I made a vow 
ever to receive a huſband from his hands: but if you will 
dtain the key of the garden gate, under pretence of our 
king, I will elope from thence with you. * 
Ja. [ Pauſing.] Fo that 8 I ſhall not be obliged te 


7 


a 
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make any ſettlement on her. [ A/ide.] Yes, miſs; I will 
endeayour to prevail upon your father; as I am very much 


in his good graces. 
. ENTER CARLOS. | 
Car. Well ſaid, brother Ifaac——I ſee you are a brill, J 
and I hope a thriving wooer. | —1 
Ia. As to that, thriving enough; but = Fr 
rr Mr. Iſaac? © I 
Iſa. I am fo puzzled, I don't know what to ay 7 


for heaven's fke, ſay or ſing ſomething to pleaſe her. 
Car. I'll ſtrive to pleaſe you hoth.— She is very tenaci- 
ous of her beauty.— 
Ja. I don't doubt it; ſhe has a damn · d deal of it ; ; apd 
ſhe ought to hold it faſt, 


- 


ATR, 


Car, Ah, ſure a pair was never ſeen . A 
-. So juſtly, form d to meet by nature 110 
The youth excelling ſo in mein, bei 
The maidin ev'ry grace of feature 
O, how HAPPY are ſuch lovers, 


When kindred beauties each difcoyers ! 
For ſurely ſhe 
Was made for thee, 
And thou to bleſs this lovely creature ! 
So mild your s your children thencs,. w 
Will early learn the taſk of duty, e d go 
The boys with all their tather's ſenſe, - Jer. 
The girls with all their mother's beauty. _. 1 * 
O, how happy to inherit R 18 0 
At once ſuch graces and ſuch ſpirit? A E 
Thus, while you live, Th : 
May fortune give I. 
Each bleſſing - equal to your merit oully, 


- Iſa. Carlos, I thank thee. Now, miſs, I'll wart upon 
your father, and obtain the key, 

Duen. Be ſure you don't tell my papa how complying 
I have been. 1 N 

IJſa. O, you ma miſs, upon my pru — 
Such a 2 — of conceit and uglineſs I never ſav 
in my life. [ A/ide.] [ Exeunt * 


THE DOUBLE PLOPEMENT: 


EnTEr Don JEROME and Is AAc. 
Jer. Well, Iſaac, what reception did you meet with? 
Is the not a fine girl? She has her grandfather's lip to 
a hair. VU 2 
I/a. Aye, and her grandfather's chin to a hair? [ Afide. 
Jer. Well, Iſaac, what reception did you meet with! 
How did my daughter behave e? ky 

Iſa. Why, better than I thought: But pray, how old 


Cl av your daughter be? 
ind Jer, Let me ſee—twelve and eight —aye is juſt twenty. 
1 


a, Then 11 venture to ſay, ſhe is the oldeſt looking 
girl of her age in the kingdom, — Why, zounds! ſhe might 
aſs for my grandmother :—and as to her ſkin, that you 
old me was like the pureſt dimitty, by this light it is 
town right nankeen :—And then, her teeth being white 
why, they're as black as coal ; where one is ivory, its 
eghhour is pure ebony, alternately black and white, 
ike the keys of a harpſicord: —:. Her voice, too, you told 
ne, was like a Virginian nightingale: why, it is like a 
rack'd warming-pan :—— And, as for dimples !—To be 
ure ſne has the devil's own dimples ! Ves! and you 
Id me ſhe had a lovely down upon her chin, like the 
own of -a peach; but, damme, if ever I ſaw ſuch 
own upon any creature in my life, except once upon an 
Id goat, | ; v3C 36 
Jer. What, Sir, do you mean to infuft'me;-and abuſe 
y daughter, that is ed to be the handſomeſt girl in 
| 8 !—But, I ſuppoſe you want to be off from the 
n3tcn, 
Ja. What the devil ſhall F ſay now ?—Why then, ſe- 
ouſly, Don Jerome, do you think your daughter hand- 
me? * 
Jer. The fineſt girl in all Spain! — 
Ja. Lord! Lord ! how partial ſome parents are to 
eir children !-—Then, fince you provoke me to ſpeak, 
's a downright witch 
nce."_. 'ENTER FERDINAND. 
er (a0 F:r. Hey day !—you ſeem to be upon odd terms, for 


eral cher and a ſon-in-law. 
Jer. What's that to you, you jack-a-napes ! 
G3 | 
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72. He looks plaguy angry with me. I believe I h 
better draw in my horns, or I ſhan't have his bit of d. 


mitty. he I Aud. 
89 0 | ” . I 
AIX. T h; 
Ja. Believe me, good Sir, I ne'er meant to offend, : 
y miſtreſs I love, and I value my friend: bull 
To win her and wed her, is till my requeſt, h 
For better for worſe—and I ſwear I don't jeſt. awa 
com 
Fer. Zounds ! you'd beſt not provoke me, my rage no o 
bgde-... 4 Th 4 
Ja. Hold him faſt I beſeech you, his rage is ſo high, Clar 
Good Sir you're too hot, and this place I muſt fly. ſont 
Jer. You're a knave and a ſot, and this place had be I 
fly. * 
Iſa. You are in fuch a paſſion now: [ Going to * | 


Did you think I was in earneſt?— I was but jeſting all t 
-while.— You're ſo haſty, Don Jerome; — I had a mind 
joke a little : that was all upon my honour ! 

Jer. Then you was not in earneſt?— Zounds | I thou 
you were in earneſt But, I can forgive a joke as well 
any one: — but, take care how you carry your jokes ſo fi 
for I was near being in a bit of paſſion. Come, get k 
wine here; and that will drown all animoſities. 


AIR. TRIO, 
. Dox JEROME, ISAAC, and FERDINAND, 


A bumper of good liquor, 
Will end a conteſt quicker, Low 
Than juſtice, judge, or vicar; 

So fill a cheerful glaſs, 

And let good humour paſs. 


But it more deep the quarrel, 
Why ſooner drain the barrel, 
'Than be the hateful fellow, 
That's crabb'd when he's mellow. 


A bumper, Se. 
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SCENE, Street. 


IsaAc and Au rox lo, mecting. 


Iſa. Good day, Antonio am glad to have met you: 
J have been in purſuit of you. 
Ant. 1 am happy you have found me. What is your 
buſineſs with me, Iſaac ? 
I/a. Only a little love affair,—that's all.—Clara is run 
away from her father, Don Guzman, and has Jaid her- 
commands upon me, to bring you to her. You have 
e uno objection, I hope, Sir——a very fine girt !— 
Ant. Two things forbid it—friendſhip and honour— 

Clara, Don Guzman's daughter !-——it cannot be me ſhe 
ly. ſent for. 
d de I/a. Oh, damn your friendſhip and honour go to 
her,—lI ſay it was you, ſhe ſent for, and go you muit.. 
She is all impatience, and waiting at Don Carlos lodgings. 
all ü Come, come, and I'll conduct you to her. 
amd Ant. Well, I'll go to her. — Poſſibly I may be able to 

ſerve her, with regard to my friend Ferdinand. [Aſide.] 
ao Lead on, Iſaac, and I'll follow. 
Ia. Methinks you are deviliſh loath to viſit 2 pretty 
wench. If the had ſent for me, I ſhould have taken 
ity on her inſtantly. [ Exeuat.. 


SCENE. 


ENTER LOUISA. 
AIR. 


Low, What bard, O Time, diſcover,. 
With wings firſt made thee move! 
Ah! ſure he was ſome lover 
Who ne'er had left his love! 


For who that once did prove 
The pangs which abſence brings, 
Tho but one day, 
He were away, 
Could picture thee with wings?” 


What bard, Se. 
a . 3. 


* 
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Lou. What has detained you ſo long? — Where is An. 
tonio? LS : | 

Car. I have been in ſearch of him, but without ſucceſ;; 
Iſaac is now in purſuit of him. 
Lau. Cruel, cruel man !—You was never in. love, elf 
you would not ſport with the anxiety of a tender heart 
=" i ſighs] But, was you, Carlos, was you ever in 
ove | 

Car. I was, Louiſa. 

Lou. And, was your miſtreſs true ? 

Car, Oh! had ſhe been always fo I had been happy! 


AIR, 


Car, Oh, had my lover neꝰ er ſmil'd on me, 
I ne' er had known ſuch anguiſh ; 
But, think how falſe, how cruel ſhe, 
To bid me ceaſe to languiſh 


To bid me hope her hand to gain, 
Breathe on a flame half periſh'd, 
And then, with cold and fix'd diſdain, 

To kill the hope ſhe cheriſh'd ! 


Not worſe his fate Ho on a wreck, 
That drove as winds did blow it: 


Silent had left the ſhatter*d deck wit 
- Io find a grave below it: the 
Then land was cried--no more refign'd,. 45 

He glow'd with joy to hear it, 
—— Not worſe his fate his woe to find _ 
The wreck muſt fink &gr near it. 01 
17 I | ile, 
5 ENTER a SERVANT. 7 
FA Serv. Two gentlemen below, Sir. Cla 
1 Lou. Antonio and Iſaac, no doubt. We'll retire a mo not 
1 ment, to ſee Antonio's ſurpriſe. Let us Rep into th - 
room. [ Goes to the door of the ſcent a m 


ENTER ANnToN1o, Is AAc, aud SERVANT. 

Ja. Where is Clara? I have found Antonio and hart 
brought him to you at laſt : for it was with great difficu 
by I perſuaded him to come with me. [Servant pornts 
the door where Louiſa is, Antonio goes in reluctantly. 
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Ia. I think I'll juſt take a peep to ſee the meeting,— 
So, ſo, I think he has pretty well reconciled his friend. 
ſhip and honour to the interview. — He does not ſeem to 
feel any qualms of conſcience now. T'll leave them to 
ſettle the reſt, and purſue my own buſineſs. [ Exit. 

ENTER LOVISA, ANTONIO, and CARLOS. 

Ant. And are you ſure the Jew does not ſuſpe the 
plot contrived againſt him ? 

Lou. Not in the leaſt.— He is too vain of his own per- 
ſon ; and money is his aim : therefore he thinks every 
charm is centered in the Duenna, 

Ant. How ſhall I thank you, my dear Louiſa, for the 
confidence you repoſe in me? Alas! I feared my all was 
loft ; conſidering my want of fortune, and that your fa- 
ther's cruelty wonld oblige us to renounce our love. 

Car. Permit me, my dear friend, to wiſh you joy on 
this happy meeting. May every hour of your life prove 
as happy as the preſent ! | 

Ant. I thank you, my dear Carlos. And now, Loui- 
fa, that — is within our reach, why ſhould we de- 
lay one moment? — I'll go and bring a prieſt, that ſhall 
put it out of the power of man to part us. [ Gong, 

Lou. (Hopping bim] Stay, Antonio! Though I have 
been ſo imprudent as to leave my father's houſe, and fly 
to you for protection, it was to avoid the hated marriage 
with the Jew :—— But you'll ſhew your love by leaving 
the management of this to my direction. - 

Car. Come, come, Antonio, as my ſiſter has hitherto 
confided in you, tis but juſt you ſhould let her now com- 
mand, 

Ant. I muſt obey. But why do we trifle with the hours, 
ſo precious to us both? our father muſt be recon- 
ciled when we are made one. 

Lou. No more, I beſeech you, I will go to my friend 
Clara's apartment, and write my letter, I hope you will 
not fail to meet me there. 81 

Ant, I ſubmit with pleaſure, and ſhall be impatient for 
a moment, 64 
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Alt TRIO, 
AxTo0N1o, CarLos, and Louisa. 


Soft pity never leaves the gentle breaſt, 

Where Love has been received a welcome gueſt + 
As wand'ring ſaints poor huts have ſacred made, 
He hallows ev'ry heart he once has ſway'd ; 

And (when his prefence we no longer ſhare) 
Still leaves compaſſion as a relict there. 


— —-—- — 


ACT VII. 


SCENE, Hall in Don Jerome's Houſe, 
ENTER DON JEROME aud SERVANT. 


| IEROMuR. 
ELL, to be ſure; theſe women are ſtrange beings: 
they never know their own minds 2 minute. 
Why now, it was but this morning, that ſhe could never 
marry Ifazc, becauſe he was a Jew ; and behold, this af. 
ternoon ſhe has eloped with him. Are you ſure it was 
them | ; 

Serv. O yes, Sir, it was indeed. I ſaw them in a poſt. 
chaiſe, driving from the garden gate. You know, Sir, it 
was by your commands the gardener gave him the key to 
walk with my young lady on the parterre. 

Fer. I rejoice to hear it !——the news makes my old 
heart glad; and my daughter will be happy. 
ENTER SERVANT, with a letter. 

Serv. My maſter, Iſaac, ſends this letter, with all due 
reſpect to your honour. 

Jer. Here; give it me, you dog. This 1s to inform 
me, I ſuppoſe, he is married, and to crave my leave to 
return. I am tranſported !—[ Reads] « Sir, your 
** approbation of what I have already done would give me 
the greateſt pleaſure; I am anxious to receive your 
6, ——_ and will immediately return, if J have your 
« permiſhon. Louiſa's duty to her deareſt father. By 
the time this reaches your hand, I ſhall be honoured 
'« with the title of your ſon-in-law. Iſaac Mendoza.'= 


as 1 


put C 


the c 
cies | 
and 1 
EXPE: 


the c 
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As J could wiſh !—— Here, Lopez! Francis Vaſquez ! 

put on your beſt liveries; throw open all the doors; call 
the cook; bid him prepare a ſupper with all the delica- 

cies Spain affords —_— all my neighbours welcome ; 

and requeſt them to partake my happineſs : tell them I 
expect my fon and daughter home. Get the keys of 
the cellar, and make all happy. | 

ENTER ſecond SERVANT, with a letter. 

Serv. This from my young miſtreſs, 

Jer. Why, ay, this is from Louiſa. Since Iſaac 
wrote to me, what need the little baggage trouble her- 
ſelf— One would think they were not together when 
theſe were wrote. Let me ſee [ Reads. Dear- 
« eſt papa, though I have been ſo imprudent as to leave 
« your houſe, I hope you will pardon the indiſcretion: 
« [t is with a man who is paſſionately fond of me, and 
« whoſe merits equally claim my regard. Your conſent, 
before the ceremony is performed, will make bleſſed 
« your dutiful daughter Louiſa. Go, get pen, ink, 
and paper, in my room, that I may ſend my conſent with 


all halte,—My heart is light, methinks I have renewed. 
my age. | 


AIR. 


O the days when I was young ! 
When L laugh'd in Fortune's ſpite, 
Talk'd of love the whole day long, 
And with nectar crown'd the night. 


Then it was, old father Care, 
Little reck'd I of thy frown ; 
Half the malice youth could bear, 
And the reſt a bumper drown. 

O the days, &c. 


Truth they ſay lies in a well; 
Why. I vow I ne'er could ſee. 
Let the water-drinkers tell, 
There it always lay for me! 


For, when ſparkling wine went round 
Never ſaw I Falfehood's maſk ; 

But ſtill honeſt Truth 1 found 
In the bottom of each flaſk. 
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True, at length my vigour's flown, 
I have years to bring decay; 
Few the locks that now I own, 
And the few I have are gray: 


Vet, old Jerome, thou may*ſt boaſt, 
While the ſpirits do not tire, 

Still beneath thy age's froſt 
Glows a ſpark of youthful fire. 


O the days, Sc. 


SCENE, etreet. 
ENTER FERDINAND, walking about uneaſy. 
Ferd. To what a dreadful dilemma have 1 brought my. 
ſelf by my own fond officious folly ! to loſe the onh 
object upon earth I could be happy with ! Yet, why 
ſhould I condemn myſelf ? 
tions are eſtranged ? and Antonio is the happy man, 


AIX. 


Ah! cruel maid, how haſt thou chang'd 
The temper of my mind ! 
My heart, by thee, from mirth eſtrang'd 
Becomes like thee unkind : 


By Fortune favour'd, clear in fame, 
I once ambitious was; 

And friends 1 had that fann'd the flame, 
And gave my youth applauſe. ——. 


But now my weakneſs all abuſe ; 
Yet vain their taunts on me; 

Friends, fortune, fame, itſelf I'd loſe, 
To gain one ſmile from thee ! 


Yet only thou ſhouldſt not deſpiſe 
My folly or my wo; 

If I am mad in others eyes, 
Tis thou haſt made me ſo. 


But days like theſe with doubting curſt 
I will not long endure; 5 


Am I deſpis'd ?—-1 know the worſt 
And alſo know my cure, ; 


t is too plain her affec- 
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If falſe, her vows ſhe dare renounce, 
She inſtant ends my pain : 

For, oh! that heart muſt break at once 
Which cannot heal again. 


ENTER ISAAC Baffily. 
Ferd. Whither in ſuch haſte, Iſaac ?—— What's the 
matter ? | | | 
Iſa. O, Ferdinand, is that you What think yowof 
the gentle Clara, Don Guzman's daughter ? She is run 
away from her father, for the ſake of her lover; and ſhe 
fays he knows nothing of the matter. 

Ferd. Dear girl, no more I did. Where is ſhe? 


6 F = but patient and III tell you all.—She ſent for 
* Ferd. Well, carry me to her this moment ! [ Dragging 


Iſaac.) Carry me to her! | 

Ja. Well, well: Mercy on us, how violent you are !— 
Why I did carry the perſon ſhe ſent for: It was Don An- 
tonio. 

Ferd. Antonio that ſhe ſent for! | 

Iſa. Yes it was,——But he was deviliſh loth to go, till 
I perſ11aded him. He talked much about friendſhip and 
honour : But I ſaid, damn your honour ! 

Ferd. The devil you did.——O ! wretch that I am! 
miſery and diſtraction come upon me! 

Ja. Why, ſure you was not the fool that was in love 
with her. —— Ha! har ha! 

Ferd. You unfeeling Iſraelite !——You dog! don't you 
pitv me? ; [ Collaring him. 

Ja. O yes, Sir, I do pity you moſt heartily. Dear 
brother-in-law !—— | 

Ferd. You do pity me, do you, villain ? [ Going tobeat bim. 

Ja. O, no Sir, upon my ſoul, I do not pity you; my 
dear brother-in-law |! | 

Ferd. There, then :—-—take that, villain ! and that, 
— and that. 
[ Following him round the flage, beating him. 

Ja. Oh! my dear brother- in- law, — that is to b-—Ob! 
ſpare me, my dear brother | 
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Ferd. Then, ſirrah, begone ! and remember tis only 
your inſignificance that protects on 
IIa. Then, egad, my inſignificance is the beſt friend [ 
ever had in all my life, —Oh! what a curſed, bully-head. 
ed, bloody- minded, ſwaggering dog it is! [ Exit, fealing of, 


AIX. 


Ferd. Sharp is the woe that wounds the jealous mind, 
When treach' ry two fond hearts wou'd rend! 
But oh! how keener far the pang to find 
That traitor in our boſom- friend! 


SCENE, Wood. 


ENTER CLARA, Lovisa, and ANTONIO.. 


AIR. 


Cla. By him we love offended, 

How ſoon our anger flies! 

One day apart *tis ended, 

Bchold him, and it dies! 

Laſt night, your roving brother 
Enrag'd 1 bade depart, 

And ſure his rude preſumption 
Deſerv'd to loſe my heart: 


Yet, were he now before me, 1 
In ſpite of injur'd pride,. = EM 

I fear my eyes would pardon— | p 
Before my tongue could chide. | Let 
By him we love, &c. the 
With truth the bold deceiver N 
To me thus oft has ſad 

6 In vain would Clara ſlight me, : 
© In vain ſhe would upbraid ! Jo 
No ſcorn thoſe lips diſcover - 
© Where dimples laugh the while; | * 
No frowns appear reſentful, | 
g Where Heav'n has plac'd a ſmile !* "eve 
By him we love, Cc. 19 "Ed 


Ny dear Louiſa, you will. ſoon be happy, ** 
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my part, I am doom d to paſs the long ſolitary hours in 
this dreary manfion—Hetgho ! #Þ, [Sighing. 

Lou. Indeed, my dear, you are miſtaken : for, if my 
father does not give his conſent, how are we to live ? 


Ant, Do not grieve, my deareſt love ! 


AIX. 
How oft, Louiſa, haſt thou ſaid 
(Nor wilt thou the fond boaſt difown) 
Thou would'ſt not loſe Antonio's love 
To reign the partner of a throne ! 


And by thoſe lips that ſpoke ſo kind 
And by this hand I preſs'd to mine 
To gain a ſubject nation's love, 
I twear I would not part with thine. 


Then how, my ſoul, can we be poor, 

Who own what Kingdom's could not buy ! 
Of this true heart chou ſhalt be queen, 

And ſcrving thee a monarch 1. 


Thus controll'd in mutual bliſs 


And rich in Love's exhauſtleſs mine 
Do thou ſnatch treaſures from my lips, 
And I'll take kingdoms back from thine ? 


ENTER a NUN, weiled, with a letter. 

Lou. Now, indeed, we are nearer happineſs.— Here's 
A wonderful change; my father's free conſent. 

Aut. Is it poſſible!— This is joy beyond expreſſion !— 
Let us no longer delay our bliſs !--I will fly and bring 
the prieſt, 

Lou. Stay, Antonio ! 

Ant. My life! 

Lou. Had not you better take me with you ?—perhaps 
you will not find me here on your return. .- 

Ant. Thus let me thank thee for thy fond advice 
[ Kiges her.] [ Exeunt. Antonio and Louiſa. 

Cla. There they go, as happy as heart can wiſh ;—May 


every bleſſing attend them 


"ENTER FERDINAND, l{0ckingafter ANTONIO & LOUISA. 
Cla. So! this ſhould be Ferdinand. How got he in,-I 
Wonder? — By the help of a bribe, no doubt. 
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Ferd. [ Looking after them.] There is Antonio with he 

and, for ought I _ going to be married. I ſhall nu 
diſtracted ! Iain 

Cla. Sir! Sir! [ Stopping 2 

Ferd. Pſha! let me alone. 

Cla. What do you want, Sir ? ou appear unhappy, 

Ferd. Not you, child, not you. But, pray, good nun, 
is not that Ar tonio? a 

Cla. Aſſuredly it is. 5 

Ferd. And, is not that Clara with him? 

Cla. Clara is not yet gone out of the garden. 

Ferd. One queſtion more; and I Il trouble you no fur. 


- ther. Are they going to be married ? a 
Cla. They are, Sir. N 
— Ferd. Oh] unfortunate that T am !—But I will follo» {i *: 
them, —upbraid them with their falſehood, and— F. 

have done for ever Exit Ferdinand. 
Cla. Well, I'll follow. Louiſa may not be the only nth 


bride to day, 


AIR. bt. 2 


Adieu, thou dreary pile, where never dies 7% 
The ſullen echo of repentant ſighs ! 7. 
Ye tiſter mourners of each lonely cell, h » 
Innur'd by hymns and ſorrows, fare you well! ll 

For happier ſcenes, 1 fly this darkſome grove, 4 

+ .To ſaints a priſon, but a tomb to love ! 

| 'SCENE, Monaſtery, 0 8 
| / 
FATHER PAUL, FATHER FRANCIS, and other FRIARS F. 
drinking. F 


Glee and Chorus. 


This bottle's the ſun of our table, 
His beams are roſy wine, 

We planets who are not able, 
Without his help, to ſhine. 


Let mirth and glee abound, 
You'll ſoon grow bright, 7 
With borrow'd light, 
And ſhine as he goes round! "ve 
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4 Paul. Come, fill. Here's to the blue- ey d nun of 
St. Catharine's. (Drinks. 


| — All. Agreed. The blue- ey d nun of St. Catharine's. 
2 [ Drink, 
F. Paul. Here's to the mother abbeſs. , = [ Drinks. 
ppy. ll: To our mother abbeſs. : [ Drink. 
nun, F. Faul. Have there been any legacies or donatidns 


ince our laſt meeting ? | y 
F. Fran. Fifty pounds from an uſurer, on his death · bed, 
o pray his ſoul through purgatory. | 
F. aul. Well, that will pay for candles, brother Fran- 
Any thing more? — | 
F. Fran. A thouſand dollars, from a lady, to be applied 
o charitable uſes. | | 
F. Paul, The beſt of uſes, — to diſcharge our wine bill. 
F. Fran. A large filver lamp, by Don Emanuel de Ca- 
tro, to be Kept continually burning in the tomb of St. 
nthony. 
F. Paul, Which we will melt down, to bring in more 
uſcious proviſion, than any we have yet mentioned; for 
dt. Anthony is not afraid to be left in the dark - tho' he 
s — 
F. Fran. Forty piſtoles I have received for confeſſions. 
Wa . 7 8 Very good —— that will help to pay our but- 
er's bill. | 
A loud knocking at the door ;—they all retire but FATHER 
PAUL and FRANCIS. }] 
ENTER a PORTER, meag'e and pale. | 
F. Paul, (With aglaſsin his band.] What doit thou want? 
Por. I thought you had done your morning rites. 
F. Paul. Done —No! Have we, brother Francis ? 
F Fran. No, not by a bottle a man. | 
F. Paul. I ſuppoſe thy ſinful diſpoſition has brought 
hee to ſee what was to be had to gratify thy worldly, vo- 
acious appetite, Thy pamper'd looks are a ſcandal to 
ur order, If you are hungry, are there not the roots of 
he carth ? | Eats cake.) And, if you are dry, is there not 
he clear ſtream ? [ Drinks wine.) x | 
For. S me company would ſpeak with your Holineſs, 
your morning devotions are ended. 
FATHER PAUL, drinks andgives the glaſs to the PORTER, 
who puts it to his mouth. ] 
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F. Paul. $0, you ſinful wretch, if there had been an 
thing in it, you weuld have drank i. Admit them. 
ENTER Ax roxIO and ISAAC. 


Ant. We come, father to ſolicit your aid, to join us in 
nu oder ty and hope not too late. * r . 

Paul. Yes, Sir, but you are, b an hour—yoy 
muſt be patient, and wait — —4 

Ant. But, good father, love is impatient, and we cannot 
wait ;—pray deſpatch us. [Giving geld.] And let this 
plead for me. 

F. Paul. Nay, now you offend me groſsly, I muſt not 
take gold; it hurts my conſcience ; but here's a place in 

my;habit, you may lodge it in : upon your own head be 
the fin, And on this fide is another. 

Iſa. O, I underſtand you. There, father, I ſhall need 
your help preſently ; but deſpatch your preſent office. 

F. Paul. The fins of this town ahmoſt diftratt me 
they make me linger in fleſh, to ſee them daily commit- 
ted before my eyes. : 

Ant. One would imagine, indeed, they were under your 

noſe; for it bluſhes more than the reſt of your face. 
2 Here comes Ferdinand : I'll not ftay, for he's: 
perate fellow-——Anntoni», you had better go. 

Ant. Why ſhould I fear him ?——Blefſed with my love, 
I'll ſtand my ground. | 

Iſa. The devil take me if I do ;,-—he almoſt broke my 

bones juſt now; ſo I'Il take my leave. Father, you 
ſhall ſee me again. { Ext. 
ENTER FERDINAND. 

Ferd. Antonio, is this your friendſhip ? How can you 
anſwer for ſuch treatment ? Thy life ſhall pay for it: 
Draw, Sir ! Draa 

Lou. Why, brother, you appear angry: [ Diſcoverig 
berſelf.] What's the meter n r 

ENTER CLARA, behixd him wenled. 
F. Paul. Certainly the man has not a mind to marry 
his own ſiſter! | 

Ferd. Louiſa ?Y=—Ts it you I have miſtaken for Clan 
all this while ?——W here has ſhe fled ? 
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any Cla. What is it your want, Sir Not you, child, not 
you—— [ Mocking bim. 

Ferd. Antonio, I bluſh for my folly—Loviſa, what 
ſhall I ſay ?—Clara, my angel, can you forgive me? Love 


is blind. 
- Oft does Hymen ſmile to hear, 
on Worldly vows of feign'd regard; 
Well he knows when they're ſincere, 
nnot Never ſlow to give reward. 
Ui For his glory is to prove 
Kind to thoſe who wed for love.- 
t not 
TE in SCENE, Parlour, 
d de 


ENTER Dox JERCME. 
Tr. Methinks, they are very flow : ——T wiſh they 
were come. — Oh, here's Iſaac. 
| ENTER ISAAC. 

Ia. I am returned with joy, to crave your bleſſing. 

Jer. But, where's my daughter — My dear girl !— 
Why did not ſhe accompany you ?—Every moment is an 
age, ill I fee her. 

Ja. She is waiting for your permiſſion to throw: herſelf 
t your feet, | 

Jer. Run !—bring her to me!—She'll gladden my old 
heart Exit Iſaac. I am all joy. 
ENTER IS AAC ard DUENNA. 


em Jer. O Lord Ils that my daughter? - Why the man 
By is ſurely mad b 


Ja. Why do you look at her ſo Sir? — Go, my dcar, and 
hrow your ſnowy arms round your papa. He will for- 


12" We've you. Don't be uneaſy—go to him 

18 Duen. My dear Papa! [ Running to him, and embracing 
n.] You will not ſure be fo cruel as to diſown me! 
"T9 Jer. Papa! dear Papa! What the devil do you 


mean, you have not married Urſula, the old Duenna, 
ave you, inſtead of my beautiful daughter ? 

Duen. O, you are a cruel parent ! A 
Jer. O Lord! Lord! will nobody relieve me from this 


id hag. | 
H p 
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_ Did I not tell you, ſhe was as ugly as the devil; 
and you would not believe ine ?—And ſo, then I am ta. 
ken in with this old” Jezebel, 

Duen. I'll let you know whether I am not a match to 
good for you. 

| ENTER ANTONIO and LouIs a. 

Ant. I am come, Sir, with my dear Louiſa, to aſk for. 
giveneſs, and to claim your bleſling. 

Jer. Youſhall have neither, Sir! You have cheated med 
my daughter! - and do you think I can ſo eafily forgive it? 

Ant. There, Sir, is your own conſent, in your own 
hand-writing, ſigned by your name. 

Fer. Sir, it was through a ſtratagem you obtained that 
conſent—and you ſhall not poſſeſs a rial of her fortune. 

Lou. Believe me, Sir, I. never meant to deceive, 0 
marry without your conſent :—-I would not receive Anto- 
nio for a-huſband, until I obtained it by your letter. 

Fer. No matter, madam—Y ou ſhall not have a marve. 
die of your fortune. 

Ant. I care not, Sir :—in herſelf I have a treaſure, 
Give me but your bleſſing, make me happy, and I an 
content. 

Fer. A generous fellow this: [4/ide.] Do you think, 
Sir, you are the only man in Spain, that can do a gene. 
rous act? There, Sir: ſince my daughter is yours, her 
fortune ſhall be alſo: There's my bleſſing too 
and, fince you are ſo generous to deſpiſe her fortune, no 
man in Spain deſerves it better. 

Lou. Accept our grateful thanks !— [ They both kneel, 

ENTER FERDINAND and CLARA. 

Fer. Hey day! What have we here !—have you been 
robhing a nunnery ? f 

Ferd. This is Donna Clara, Sir, Don Guzman's daugh- 
ter, and my wife, with a good fortune. 

Fer. Come here, you little ſlut, and kiſs me. You 
young dog, you have made a good choice. Bleſs you my 
children | And may you ever be as happy as at preſent, 

Ia. And muſt 1 ſtand to my bargain with this old witch ! 

Duen. Upon my word! you have no nred to complain; 
who are you? ¶ Following him round the ſtage. ] I will kt 
you know, Sir, I have a brother an Alguazile, that wears 
a ſword, Lou ill - looking diminutive wretch, 
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Iſa. The devil's dam is broke looſe, and her whole fury 
is levelled at me. | 

Lou. Well, little Iſaac, you were always keen—deviliſh 
keen— 

Ferd. Your mother always called you wiſe little Solomon. 

Jer. Nobody could ever put a trick upon you—Hey ! 
Iſaac !— 

Ferd. Cunning little Iſaac. 

Ja. Is there no way to avoid theſe everlaſting tongues ? 
This door will befriend me: I'll fly to Jeruſalem, to get 
rid of that bit of dimitty. [ Exit Iſaac. 

Duen, Fly where you will—I'Il follow you. 

[ Exit Duenna, 


FINALE and CHORUS. 


Come now for jeſt and ſmiling, 

Both old and young beguiling, 
Let us laugh and play, ſo blithe and gay, 
Till we baniſh care away ; 

Thus crown'd with dance and ſong, 

The hours ſhall glide along 
With a heart at eaſe—merry, merry glees 
Can never fail to pleaſe. 


Each bride with bluſhes glowing, ' 
Our wine as roſy flowing, 

Let us laugh and play, Sc. 
Then a health to ev'ry friend, 
'The night's repaſt ſhall end, 

With a heart at eaſe, &c. 


Nor while we are ſo joyous, 
Shall anxious care annoy us, 
Let us laugh and play, &c. 
For gen'rous gueſts like theſe, 
Accept the wiſh to pleaſe, 
So we'll laugh and play, all blithe and gay, 
Your ſmiles drive care away. 


A grand Meſhncrade Sree, wh Bunce, foe. Ge, db 
THE END. 
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ACT J. 


SCENE, Peaſants in rural merriment, aſter Harveſt. 
SIR FELIX and COMPT0::, 


CHORUS, 


ERE we ſing, dance and play, 
Nor perceive the blithe day 
Is departing, when gliding ſo ſmoothly away. 


Comp. Let poets till carol the beauties of Spring, - 
And love-lorn ſhepherds of ſummer may ſing ; 
Tis Autumn beſtows full fruition of joy, 

Rich treaſure, ſweet pleaſure, that never can cloy. 


Sir Fel. The yellow leaf falline, preſents the wiſe page, 
'That bids us lay up for our winter of age; 

While labour ſubſiding, fweetens repoſe, 

And our wealth, roſy health, from induſtry flows. 


Here we ſing, &c. 


Str Fel. There, there, get you gone all to the lan, and 
be as merry as good cheer, ſtrong beer, and the pipe and 


tabour can make you, 

Peaſ. Long life and happy days to our maſter Sir Fe- 
tix ! [ Exeunt Peaſants. 
Sir Fel. O Compton! I am fo happy to day! lin't that 
your old Servant Thomas ? 

Comp. Ay, Sir Felix, now my old ſervant : fidelity roots 
the poor fellow in 2 barren ſoil. 

Sir Fel. Deſire Lingo to come here. [Exit Jobn.] 
Here Thomas drink my „ Gives him money.) We'll 

; + 
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have none of our verdure wither to day, for want df 
moiſture. [Exit Thomas. 

Ah! friend Compton, had you but continued partperſhip 
with me to this day—well—Ay, ay, I ſtuck o Blackwell. 
hall, till I converted my wool into a golden ficece. You 
mult, like a filly ſheep, go privateering, and ſo be fleecel 
by the-French and „ 

Comp. Who, Sir Felix, no reflections on the part you 
have taken; I thaught it more honourable to he ſhorn in 
facing the foe, than in ſafety to carry back a branded 
fleece, hy flying from the enemies of my country. 

Hir Fel. Well faid, my old battering ram. You're a 
loyal ſubject, and ſhall never be without his Majeſty's 
picture, while J have a collection. A friend to the King 
ſhould never want his cauntenance. You're a true patriot 
too; and it's a pity. that a lover of his count:y ſhould 
ever be in want of the bleſſinꝑs ſhe produces. But come, 
give me the ſong that firſt ſet you agog on privateering. 

Comp. Sir Felix, I ſhan t repine at my private loſſes fo 


long as we can kecp the dominion of the ſea, and preſerve Hirth 
the Trident put into our hands, by our valiant forefatherg, Can 
58 P. Si 

Thus, thus, my b ys, our anchor's weigh'd, Sir 
See Britain's glorious flag diſplay'd! Nou! 
Urfurl the ſwelling tail! Cox 
Sound, ſound your ſhclis, ye Tritons, ſound ! . Cy 
Let ev'ry heart with joy rebound ! 1 
We ſcud beiore the gale. f 28 

See Neptune quits his wat'rycar, " hs 
Depes'd by ſove's decrce, . 3 
Who hails a free-horn Dritiſh tar at 1 


The ſov'reign of the ſca. 


Now, now we leave the land behind, 
Our loving wives and ſweethearts kind, 
Perhaps to mect ro more! 
Great George commands! it muſt be ſo; 
And glory calls; then let us go! 
Nor figh a wiſh ſor ſhore. 
For Neptune, c. 


we; 


Over! 


A ſail a- head, our decks we clear; 2 
Qur canvas crowd ; the chace we ncarg 
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of In vain the Frenchman flies. 

$, A broadſide, pour'd through clouds of ſmoke, 
Ny Our captain roars—* My hearts of oak 

I]. « Now draw and board our prize.“ 

on 'For Neptune, &c. 

ell 


The ſcuppers run with Galic gore ! 
The white rag ſtruck, Monſieur no more 


ou Diſputes the Britiſh ſway. 
mn A prize! we tow her into port, 
ed And hark! ſalutes from every fort, 
Huzza, my ſouls, huzza ! 
F For Neptune, &c. 
''s 
ng Sir Fel. Thank ye, thank ye, old partner! Od! I'mſe 
tot Nhapry to day! 


Comp. Pray, Sir Felix, may I beg to know the cauſe of 
this happineſs, and theſe extraordinary preparations. 

Sir Fel. Why Compton, *tis neceſſary you ſhould know 
his day is a t»zple feſtival, a little calendar, man; my 
birth day, harveit home, and Laura's wedding. 

Comp. My daughter ! To whom, Sir Felix ? 

Sir Fel. To my ſon. | 

(em. Eugene! I'm ſurpriſed! - 

Sir Fel. I love to furpriſe people with good news. 

Vu know this was always my intention. 

Comp. And is this all certain? 

Hr Fel. True as that you have brought up my ſon as 
jours, and I your daughter as an orphan that I had adopt- 
d. You kyow they love each other, and in this union 
hearts my grand point is anſwered. I am fo happy, 

' hat my ſon, by thinking himſelf not worth a ſhilling, 

33 eſcaped the foppery and ideas of diſſipation he might 

we imbibed from a knowledge ct being heir to my for- 

me; and in your Laura I ſhall have a daughter-in-law 

oſloſſed of ſenſe to diſtinguiſh merit, thovgh linked to 

orerty, and generoſity to reward it with her heart. | 

Comp, Dear Sir Fclix, this goodneſs to a child of mine 

a meaſvre I 

Jin Fel, You wicked man, would you oppoſe goodneſs ? 

Ha, ha, ha! this is pleaſant, Laura , Eugene, 

ougn the thinks he's not worth a groat; and though he 

ats upon her, yet, awed by her fortune, the poor fool 


ot 
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ſighs at humble diſtance. Ves; and egad ! there were 
folks ſighing for him too. Why, do you know, Comp. 
ton, he has made a conqueſt of a rich cheeſemonger's 
widow in the Borough, who ſuppoſing him much poorer 
than herſelf, forced money upon him to lure his affec. 
tions. Ha, ha, ha! this old mouldy widow will have him 
in ſpite of his teeth; and thinking him till incapable of 
repaying her in coin, actually deſigns to hunt him with 
an attorney, and follow him here into the country, to 
force him into marriage. Ha, ha, ha ! but where's Eu. 
gene now? Becauſe the bridegroom's preſence is neceſſary 
at a wedding you know. 

Comp. I left him at home drawing. 

Sir Fel. At ſtudy how to get his bread by ſcratching 


upon copper, or daubing canvas, ha, ha, ha! 


Comp. True, Sir Felix. From the idea he has Fortune 
ſtill to court, he is diligent in improving every grace, and 
zcquiring every accompliſhment that can render him wor- 
thy of her favour. f 

Sir Fel. And Laura in London, laying out a few hun- 
dreds I gave her this morning. 

Comp. Without an idea that I am her father, or even 
breathing but from your bounty. O Sir Felix ! to ſo ma- 
ny obligations in the ſcale, gratitude is a feather. 

Sir Fel. Then keep it to yourſelf, you feather-headed 
gooſe ! ar'nt we to be happy ?—Compton, you took me 
into partnerſhip with you, when all my ſtock was a little 
honetty, a poor capital as the world goes! I have now the 
means, you the inclination. And were you rich and! 
poor, I know you'd act by me, as I mean to do by you. 
Here ! Lingo, Lingo ! 

Comp I ſee you have brought home your new butler. 

Sir Fel. Yes, Sir ! but he's a curſt fellow, as ignorant 
as dirt. It ſeems he has been a ſchoolmaſter here in the 
country, taught all the bumpkin fry what he calls Latin; 
and the damn'd dog ſo patches his own bad Enxliſh with 
his bits of bad Latin, and jumbles the Gods, Goddeſſes, 
Heroes celeſtial and infernal together at ſuch a rate; I took 
him to oblige a fooliſh old friend of mine, who intended 
him for Saint Omer's ; ſo I mult keep him to draw good 
wine, and brew balderdaſh Latm.—Lingo ! 

Comp. I ſee a carriage coming down the avenue. 


BY 
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Sir Fel. Eh it's Laura. Step you home for Eugene. 
D'ye hear, Compton ? not a word till I break the matter 


myſelf, Egad ! 2 as happy !—— 


Comp. I am ſure will be perfectly ſo. 
909 0 
The virgin lily of the night, 


Aurora finds in tears; 
But ſoon in coif of native white 

Her fragrant head ſhe rears. - 
No longer droops, diſtreſs'd, forlorn,. 

But freſh and bliche as May, 
She riſes to perfume the morn, 

And ſmiles upon the day. 


The limpid. ſtreams of noble ſource,. 
That mil- s in darkneſs flow, 
Emerging n their devious courſe, 
Tranſlucent beauties ſhew. 
O'er golden ſands they gently glide, 
Vyruffled with the gale, 
Reflecting heav'n with ſplendid prid 
As rolling thro' the vale. ' [Exit 


Sir Fel. I'll puzzle em a little firſt though; their ſur- 

priſe and joy will be the greater, 

ENTER LAURA, FRINGE and WILLIAM with band- 
boxes, &c. 

Sir Fel. Eh! Laura! welcome home my girl. 

Lou. I thank you, Sir. Here, Fringe, take theſe 
things into the houſe. 

Frin. Yes, Madam. [ Extt. 

Sir Fel. Here we are, ch !—vyery well. —Laid out all 
your caſh ! Well, well. —Didn't run in debt I hope? 

Lau. No, Sir; your kindneſs amply ſupplied me. 

Sir Fel. That's right. But come—your journal. 

Lau. Now will he pretend to rail at my extravagance, 
although he delights in every wiſh of mine. [ Aide. ] Firſt, 
Sir, I rattled up to my Milliner's in Bond- ſtreet.— Mrs. 
Buſont has a charming taſte.— There's a cap, Sir z the 
very crown of elegance! : | 

Sir Fel. And coft a crown in filver, I warrant now! 

Lau, A crown! dear Sir, it's cheap of three guineas. 
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Sir Fel. Three guineas - Bond- ſtreet They male 
mighty pretty caps in Cranbourn-alley. ö 
Lau. True, Sir. But if we don't yield a little to the 
Faſhions of the times, we ſhall make a ruſty appearance to 
our poliſhed neighbours of the Continent. $; 
Str Fel. Laura, I like a medium. I'Il neither ruſt in preſ: 
particularity, nor will I be a-weather-cock to every puff Ling 


* 
: 
„ 


1 .ct taſhion. me \ 
| SONG. I 
Jo an Iriſh Tune. 5 
In Jacky Bull, when bound for France, the \ 
The goſling you diſcover . L: 
But taught to ride, to fence, and dance, . F. 
A finiſn'd gooſe comes over. ‚ 7 
'F With his tierce, and cart, fa, fa! ry 
= And his cotillion ſo ſinart, ha, ha mad 
j He charms each female heart, ob, la! 1; 
As Jacky returns frem Lover, pe 
| For cocks and Cogs, ſec *ſquire at home, he cl 
| The prince of country tonics ! me b 
.Returr.'d from Paris, Spa, or Rome, Li 
en - 7 [ 
Our *ſquire's a nice Adon.s. tho 
| With his tierce and cart, ſa, ſa! 1 

Ard his cotillion ſo ſmart, ha, ha! 
f | : He charms the female heart, oh, la ! Cud 
| The pink cf macaronies. J Gl 
1 | Es danc 
4 Fer a trip cr fo, I ſhonld have no ohjeftion to a hare 
| Tnuff at the air of Fontainbleau ; ſhould like to ſee the I; 
little chapel at Loretto, or the great tun of Heidleburg, Fam: 
| er the Eſcuriel, the bull feaſt, the goblins, tapeſtry, or, 7 

. 
[ 


mo cifence to his Holineis's great toe, to por my noſe into Wl +, he 
the Vatican, But after all, I ſhould be untaſhicnable um: 
enough to prefer little England to all the gardens and ; 


fountains of France, and palaces and converſaz:oni cf Italy. L 

Lau. I apprehend, Sir, I ſhould be ſomewhat of your vt 
opinion in that particular, Li 

| SONG... Ut fi 
| The tuneſul lark, as ſoaring high wt 
Upon its dov:ny wings, Li 


With wonder views the vaulted ſky, 
. mand mcunting ſwcctly ſings. 
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Ambition ſwells its little breaſt, 
Suſpended high in air; 
But gently dropping to the neſt, 


Finds real pleaſure there. [Exit, 
Sir Fel. Ha, ha, ha !—Poor Laura. Tl ſurpriſe you it 
preſently.—Lango !—Where is this crazy butler of mine? E 
Lingo!— 0! here he comes at laſt. Now will he peſter * 


me with his damn'd barbarous Latin.—Lingo ! 
ENTER LINco. 

Lin I'm here, Domine Felix. . 

Sir Fel. Domine! I'll Domine your blockhead againſt 
the wall, if you Domine me. 

Lin. T won't, Domine Felix. 

Sir Fel. Again! 

Lin. I've done, Domaine Felix. 

Sir Fel. Are your knives and glaſſes, and every thing 
ready for ſupper ? 

Lim; All ready, Domine Felix. 

Sir Fel. O damn your Domine !—Pray, Lingo, ſtir and: 
he clever ;—a great deal to do ;z—and I beſeech you, let 
me hear no more of your curſed Latin. [ Ext. 

Lin. My curſed Latin! a bleſſed ignorant family this 
{ have got into! 


ENTER CUDDEN, 
Cudden, whither ſo faſt ? 

Cud. Jam going upon the lawn to be merry, and to 
dance with my ſweetheart Cowſlip the dairy-maid. We'll 
have ſuch game 

Lin. Game ! Cudden, yow muſt know the Olympic 
games were propria quæ maribus maſcula dicas, 

Cud. J know nought of French, maſter Lingo. I loves 
tn hear good Engliſh, becauſe as why, I ſpeaks Eng- 
uh ; and fo good bye, meitter butler. Ty 

ENTER STUMP, 

Lin. O Farmer Stump ! 

Stu. I can't ſtay. 

Lia. Youcan't ſtay ! O you Adonis of the wood. 
Ut ſunt divorum, Mars, Bacchus, Apollo, virorum. 

Stu. I don't underſtand Greek. N [ Exit, 

Liz, Ay, ay, all my Latin's Greek to theſe people. 
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You unhappy clowns, oh you Cyclops !! They know no. 
thing, nor won't be learned. Not a foul in the houſe will 
liſten to me hut Cowſlip the dairy.maid ; and ſhe's going 
to jig it upon the lawn with the dancing fawns and ruſty 
bumpkins. And here ſhe comes, 

ENTER CowsLIP, with a bowl of cream. 

My ſweet Cowllip, properly called Cowllip, Nominative 
hanc, hunc et hoc. | 25 

Cow. J have put the hock into the ſyllabub, Mr. Lin- 
go, and here it is! 

Jin. What a ſenſible ſoul it iss 

Coo. Will you take it within, Mr. Lingo ! 

Lin. No, Child. I prefer the air, Zephyrus, ZEolus, 
| Boreas, and other gentle breezes will attend us here. I 
love the fragrant gales. Cowſlip, fit down. You're a 
noun adjective, and muſt not ſtand by yourſelf, Let's 
have a toaſt, 

Cow. I'll go bake one, Sir. 

Lin. No, T'll make one. Here's that the maſculine 
may never be neuter to the feminine gender. 

Cow. Here's that—ay, here's the maſculine to the fe- 
-minine gender. [ Drints. ] O Lord! I left out the neuter. 

Lin. 24 right. Recte, puella. I know theſe 
things, child, ſo did Ovid and Cæſar. 

Conv. What, Cæſar, the great dog, Sir? 

Jin. No, child! Julius Cæſar. Romulus and Remus 
were ſuckled by a wolf. They raviſhed the Sabine girls, 
and found Rome in Italy. 

Cow. Ah! ſuch fellows would find room any where. 

Lin. Jupiter was a fine god. He ſwam on a bull to Eu- 
rope. He went into a 2 of fire for Semele. 

Con. Ves, Sir, he'd go any leugths for his ale. 

Lin. I mean his amours. 

» Cow. O ay; he'd drink with Moors or Turks either. 

Lin. Drink | who? 

Cow. Who! why Jew Peter, the old clothes-man. 

Lin. O cœlum in terra! for all my converſation, I find 
you know no more than the parſon of the pariſh. Ah, 

Cowllip, if you was a goddeſs ! The goddeſſes knew men 
and * | | 
Cow, More ſhame for em, Mr, Lingo, I ſay! 


IR =r 


I, 


nd 


THE AGREEABLE SURPRISE, | 127 

Lin. Jove loved an eagle, Mars a lion, Phoebus a cock, 
Venus a Pigeon, Minerva loved an-owl. | 

Conv. I ſhould not have — of your cocks, lions, 
your owls, and your pigeons, if I was a goddeſs—give me 
a roaſt duck. | 

Lin If you was Flora or Ceres! 

Cowv. Serus ! I am ſerus. 

Lin. O Cowllip, the great old heroes !—Perhaps you 
have never heard of Homer, Moſes, Hercules, or Wat 
Tyler! 

/ 5a No indeed, Sir, not I. 

Lin. Cowſlip, don't love the clowns. That fellow, 
that Cudden, is a Coloſſus of the Road. He's a clown, a 
mere peaſant; and yet, I ſuſpect this Faunus, this young 
Silenns is the deity, the great Pan of the dairy. 

Cov, I could not ſet my cream, Sir, without a pan in 
the dairy. 

Lin. O Cowllip, the fine gods—but for a mortal exit 


homo. | 


'$ON a. 8 


Such beauties in view, I 
Can never praiſe too high; 
Not Pallas's blue eye 
Is brighter than thine. 
Not fount of Suſannah 
Nor gold of fair Dana, 
Nor moon of Diana, 
So clearly can ſhine ! 
Not beard of Silenus, 
Nor treſſes of Venus, 
1] ſwear by Quz Genus! 
With yours can compare; 
Not Hermes? Caduces, 
Nor flower de luces, 
Nor all the nine Muſes, 
To me is fo fair. 


CHO RU. 


What poſies and roſes, 
To noſes diſcloſes 

Vour breath all ſo ſweet! 
To the tip of your lip. 
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As they trip, the bees dip, 
Honey ſip, like choice flip, 
And their hybla forget. 


When girls like you paſs us, 
1 ſaddle Pegaſſus, 
And ride up Parnaſſus, 

To Helicon's ſtream : 
Even that is a puddle, . 
Where others may muddle z. 
My noſe let me fuddle 

In bowls of your cream; 
Old Jove, the great Hector, 
May tipple his Nectar, 2 
Of Gods the director, 

And thunder above: 
I'd quaff off a full can 
As Bacchus or Vulcan, . 
* the old bull can, 

o her that I love. 


* What poſi E83 &c - 


ENTER LAURA. | 
Where can Eugene he ? at home, over his books and 
painting, I 2 He'd be here if he thought I was 
come back. Yes, he 1s all tenderneſs and attention ; but 
his diffidence and provoking reſpe& almoſt make me an. 
gry ſometimes. How a little abſence endears to us the 
object of our affection? 
ENTER EUGENE. 
Eug. You have been in London, madam. 
Lau. Juſt returned, Eugene. Why will you call me 
madam ? You know I don't like it. 


Eug. Impute my offence to the real cauſe, my reſpect 


to my divine Laura, | | 

Lau. Send your reſpe& back to its ſource, the bounty 
of Sir Felix. 

Eug. My love, you have my heart, my life. But when 
I reflect on the — my fate has thrown me from you, 
at checks my preſumption, I endeavour to hide 


Ct 


put 
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myſelf contempt, and would, if poſſible, ſhrink from my 
own opinion, | 

Lau. What was I, Eugene? a poor, abandoned orphan ; 
and but for the kind attention of Sir Felix, I ſhould be 
a wretched outcaſt, and experience the cold reception po- 
verty mult expect from a hard and ſordid world. 

Eug. O my love, had we been born humble villagers, 
with my Laura I ſhould have been happy. 

Lau. And I too with my Eugene. 


Happy, harmleſs, rural pair, 
Void of jealouſy or care; 
Emblems of the blzſs'd above, 
Sharing pure ſeraphic love ? 


By the brook beneath the ſhade 
Of the lofty poplar laid, 
Cheerful ſtrains awake the grove, 
Dulcet notes of peace and love ? 


Say, ye proud, ye rich and great, 
Circled round with noiſe and ſtate; , 


Real pleaſures can ye prove ? 
No, tis found in rural love. 


[ They retire up the flage. 
ENTER Sik FELIX and courrox. 


Sir Fel. Compton, look there —a pair of turtles. Look! 
ſee! there's looks of love | 

Comp. Unfeigned affe&ion indeed, Sir. 

Sir Fel. Egad! T'll ſurpriſe them. I'll diſturb their 
tranqu llity. 

Camp Dear Sir-—— 

Sir Fel. Be quiet man: Their joy will be the greater 
afterwards, -Ha! Eugene! my boy, we han't had a diſh 
of chat to-day, 

Eug. The loſs was mine, Sir. 

Sir Fel. Compton, now for it, Laura, do you know 
tha: I am very happy to- day? 


Lau. Dear Sir, you never can be happier than I ſin- 
cerely wiſh you, | 
| 1 
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Sir Fel. I thank you child Ves, yes— Ha, ha, ha 
I delight in a wedding. 

Lau. Sir |— 

Sir Fel. We are to have a wedding under this roof to. 
night Eugene. | | 

Py gona Sir! 

Sir Fel. Ves; I am going to marry. 

Eug. Who, Sir ? tas wo 

Sir Fel. Laura. 

Lau. Me, 51 | 

Sir Fel. Yes; T am going to marry you to my ſon. 

Eug. Son! Have you a ſon, Sir? 

Comp. He has, Eugene ; a ſon worthy of fuch a father, 

Eug. And he is to be united. to Laura ? 

Sir Fel. Ves, Eugene, he's a good lad, T'll aſſure you 

ou'll like him exceedingly, Eugene. Egad ! you'll never 

out of his company. But he's at hand to bleſs my 
hopes, crown my wiſhes, and end my cares. You've no 
objection, Laura? : 

Lau. Gratitude, Sir, muſt ever make your will the guide 
of mine.— Till now I never felt the loſs of a parent, 1 
Eug. Never till now did I regret the want of a 1145 


Comp. My heart bleeds for them. | 

Sir Fel. Nonſenſe ! When happineſs comes unexpected, 
it brings a double bleſſing, and cheers like the ſun from 
behind a cloud. 


+ 


QUINTETTO., 


Sir Fel. O how ſweetly pleaſure's taſted, 
Uſher'd in by grief or pain ! 
Ever joy, ſome joy is waſted; 
Give. me ſunſhine after rain. 


Comp. A trial ſo ſevere diſcovers 
True Affection's real charms : 
Hapleſs, happy, faithful lovers! 
Soon you'll bleſs each other's arms. 


Sir Fel. Oh exquiſite pleaſure ! 
So Oh joy beyond meaſure !: of 


& , 
1 
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What ſay you, my Laura? what ſay you, 
my friend ? - 
Then hey for a wedding! 3 
And hey for a bedding! | 
And hey for a baby at nine months end. 


Celeſtial patience, meek-ey d maid, 
Impart thy lenient power! | 
With calm content 'tis thou muſt aid, 


Lau. 
and 


Eug. And cheer the adverſe hour. 


Sir Fel. We'll be merry, by jingo; 
I've got ſome old relics 
Of Bacchus ——why Lingo! 


ENTER LINGO, 
Lin. Here, Domine Felix. 
Sir Fel. You know my choice, old ſack, 
Go fetch a dozen bottles; 
Brave Bacchus we'll attack, 
Lin. And bibo all our throttles.. 
Sir Fel. A feaſt's not worth a fig 
Without a luſty jorum, 
Lin, Hey populorum jig. 


CHORUS.. 


Hey populorum jig, 
Hey jiggo populorum. 


ACT I. 


SCENE, An Inn. 
D raws and diſcovers MRs CHESHIRE and CHICANE., 


CHICANE. 


09 my glaſs of brandy and water is finiſhed, and by 
this time the horſes are aq 
e has 


Mrs. C. We'll be upon him. my letter by 


this; and Sir Felix Friendly, who lives here below, has 

given me notice of Eugene's intentions to marry an or- 

phan girl ſomewhere hats, in the country; but I think 
2 2 
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T'll forbid the banns. You've the n ready, Mr. Chi. hu. 


cane? | wh 
Chi. In my pocket. But, Mrs. Cheſhire, I truſt you'll gel 
let no tender qualm prevent the execu tion of it, in caſe m”_ 
the young man, this Eugene, ſhall refuſe to marry you, 
Mrs. C. Tender qualms ! you're'a lawyer, I be. 


lieve, Mr. Chicane, but you are little read in the heart 
of a woman. No, Sir; the more we love, the more we 
hate, when that love is ſlighted. And am not I right, 
Sir ? not a better filled cheeſe-ſhop in the Borough than 
mine. What would the fellow have? And pray, Sir, an't 
Ja wife for any man? 

i Chi. Wife! ay, and a good wife too, Mrs. Cheſhire, 
And what's better, there's plenty of you. 

Mrs. C. Ah! that's what my poor dear huſband uſet 
to ſay. The good ſoul died of a ſurfeit at the London 
Tavern. Ay, mere curds and whey—would'nt do for a 

"city feaſt. Delicate. as Parmeſan, Mr. Chicane. Why, 
wife, ſays he, you're an honour to-Tooley-ſtreet. A noble 
Cheſhire, caſt in a Dutch mould. If he ſtill refuſes my 
hand and property | 

Chi. To priſon he goes. Yes, I have got a bailiff that 
T think will have him. Yes, my bailiff's an agreeable fel. 
low. Tom Touch has a moſt taking way with him. Yes, 
-he'll ſleep in the King's Bench to-night. 

Mrs. C. Ay, as ſure as you have two ears upon your 
"head, Mr. Chicane. 

Chi. Then he's ſafe enough. [ Afede, 

Mrs. C. Yes, to priſon he goes; and I think I am 

right, Sir. | 
\ Chi. Right! If not, Madam, I would not be concerned 

for you. I like to be on the right ſide; and in my lak 
—_ icularly, I lent an ear to juſtice,——She never 
” repaired it though. [ Aide. 
Mrs. C. Come, Mr. Chicane, riſe——0O ! I hope the 
poor beaſts have fed. A tolerable pull to draw you and 
me in a gigg from London. 
Chi. Only two hours and four minutes. You are att 
-excellent driver, Mrs. Cheſhire. | 
Mrs. C. A pretty work, Sir, in ſuch weather, driving 


my gigg after a fellow !. J proteſt, Sir, though my doar 


— 
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hufband had a confirmed aſthma, and was ſixty- eight 
when he died, I give myſelf more trouble about this Eu- 
gene, though the fellow is in ſound health, and is only 
twenty-four, | 

Chi. All from your good nature, Mrs. Cheſhire. 

Mrs. C. Oh! If my poor dear huſband. was alive But 
he's better where he is. 


SONS. 


In choice of a huſband us widows are nice, 
I'd not have a man would grow old in a trice - 
Not a bear, or a monkey, a clown, or a fop, 
But one that could buſtle and ſtir in my ſhop. 


A log I'll avoid, when I'm clicofing my lad, 

And a ſtork, that might gobble up all that I had; 
Such ſuitors I've had, Sir—but off they might hop, 
I want one that can buſtle and ſtir in my thop. 


The lad in my eye is the man to my mind, 

So handſome, ſo young, ſo polite and ſo kind! 
With ſuch a good ſoul to the altar 1'd pop, 

He's the man that can buſtle and fiir in my ſnop. 


SCENE, A Chamber, - 


ENTER SIX FELIX and COMPTON. 

Sir Fel. Ha, ha, ha ! ſhe's come; Mrs. Cheſhire is come, 

and brought an attorney upon him. How he will be ſur- 

priſed ! A. letter is her harbinger, and they'll be here jn 
tive minutes. Ha, ha, ha 

Comp. I had not a notion 'twas you ſent for her, Sir 


Felix, , 


Sir Fel. T knew I'd ſurpriſe you. Ha, ha, ha !—VYe'll 
ſee how he'll fight it out, Egad ! they'll ſurpriſe him. 
How finely he'll be hampered ! An ideal rival on the one 
ſide, and a real attorney on the other. Ha, ha, hat 

Comp. And tantalized with forbidden fruit in the remo- 
ting affection of my Laura. 

Sir Fel. Ay, but when I ſnatch him from the attorney 
and the fat cheeſemonger, and bleſs him with an affluent 
fortune, and his dear Laura, how he'l} be. then furpriſed'! 

Comp. Why certainly the winding up will be the beſt 


I 3 


of the joke, © 
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Sir Fel. Joke! I live in a joke. A hearty laugh is ny 


leaſe of happineſs; and on the farm of fun I'll be tenant 
for life, | 
-SONG, 


Some love great bowls to quaff, 
Some like a dog and gun; 

I love a hearty laugh, 
Give me a bit of fun. 


I lik'd a maiden's charms, 
And after her did run: 

I took her in my arms, 
Says I we'll have ſome fun. 


With laugh and joke and play, 
At length her heart I won ; 
To church we went ſo gay, 
And then we had ſome, fun. [Exeunt, 


ENTER EUGENE. | 
Eug. I wiſh I could get an opportunity of ſpeaking to 
Laura. I won't return to Sir Felix in ſuch a perturbed 
ſtate of mind. Company, converſation i 


EnTEr LinGo. N 
Lin. Do, Sir, come in and take a glaſs, do, Sir; pray, 
come in, and bibo a little with your father and Domine 
Felix; they are gone laughing into the parlour, and [ 
have opened a bottle for em. =. 
Eug. Well, Lingo, my reſpe&s to Sir Felix, and1 
ſhall do myſelf the honour of waiting on him at ſupper. 
Lin. No, Sir, 'tis I that am to wait on him at ſupper, 
becauſe 1 am the butler. Do, pray, Sir, come in to meo 
iſter. You'll be heartily welcome to Domine Felix, 
I'm ſure ; and that the wine is good, bona veritas I'm 
ſure; for I took two glaſſes juſt now at the ſide- board. 
Eug. Why then, pray go in and take another. Primo, 
ſecundo, tertio, Mr. Lingo. | 
Lin. Primo, ſecundo, tertio ! Mr. Eugene, you know 
ſomething ; I know a little too. You have ſtudied, Pray, 
Sir, was you an Oxonian, or a Cantab ? 
Eug. What an infernal fellow! [Half Aldi. 
Lin. An infernal fellow! O then you wore a ſquares 
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cap.— III poſe the infernal fellow of Oxford.— Pray, Sir, 


can you decline the amatum ſupine to a lady that's fine? 

Eug. I find you are a great ſcholar, Mr. Lingo. 

Lin. Scholar ! I was a maſter of ſcholars. 
—Scio ſcribendo, I can read. Legere, I can write, 
Tacitorum Latinum. I can ſpeak Latin. But then, quid 
opus mihi uſumque ſciente ? what need have I of ſo much 
knowledge? No one liſtens to me but Cowſlip the dairy- 
maid, and I admire her fapience, for ſhe's as docile as a 


young elephant. 


'$ONG, 


Amo, amas, 
I love a laſs, 
As a cedar'tall and flender, 
Sweet Cowſlips grace £ 
Her nominative caſe, \ 
And ſhe's of the feminine ences. 
Cbor.— Rorum corum, Sunt divorum, 
a Harum, ſcarum, Divo, 
Tag rag, merry, derry, periwig, and hatband, 
Hic, hoc, horum genitivo. 


Can I decline 
A nymph divine ? 
Her voice as a flate is dulcis; 
Her oculus bright, 
Her manus white, 
And ſoft, when I taQtoy her pulſe is, 
Tbor. - Rorum, corum, &c. 


O how bella 
My puella ! 
FII'kiſs ſecula ſeculorum: 
If I've luck, Sir, 
She's my uxor, 
O dies benedictorum! 
Chor,—Rorum corum, Sunt divorum, 
Harum, fcarum, Divo, 
0 rag, merry, derry, periwigy and hatband, 
Hic, hoc, horum genitivo, 


Even THOMAs, | 5 


ug. Well, Thom as. | 
I 4 
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Tho. I've been taking a mug of ale at the Griffin, Sir; 
and a lady juſt come from London deſired me to give you 


that there letter. [ Exit 

Eug. Mrs. Cheſhire's hand, my old Calypſo of Tooley. 

ſtreet. | ' [ Reads. 
4 Sir, 5 


I with I could ſay dear Eugene; but you know you 
« are unworthy of ſuch an epithet, yet my good nature 
« obliges me to repeat the offer of my hand, which if 
*« you again reject, my attorney has inſtructions to ſue 
vou for the money my goodneſs lent to your neceſſity, 
% Yours, if you pleaſe, MARGERY CHESHIRE, 

6 * S. I and my attorney will be with you immedi- 
6 ately.” | 

»Sdeath ! to be peſtered at ſuch a time with ſuch a ful. 
ſome, teazing old fool] her caſh, that ſhe abſolutely for- 
ced upon me— What ſhall I do with her, a filly, ridicu- 
Jous—Eh ! egad ! ſuppoſe I—Ha, ha, ha !——a thought 


ſtrikes me. It will involve her in a ridiculous ſituation... 


I' procure her a more honourable reception than ſhe 
expects. Ha, ha, ha! Yes. Thomas ſhall ſet it a-going 
thiough the family. I'II tell it to him as a ſecret, a 
he'll tell it all over the houſe; and the more marvellous the 
eaſier ſwallowed. 
ENTER THOMAS. | 

Tho. O Sir, I've been looking for you. The Lady got 
here as ſoon as her letter, She 1s in the little parlour, 
and 

Eug. Huſh ! 

Tho. Sir! 

Eug. Thomas, I know you're honeſt. 

Tho. That I am, Sir, as any ſervant in - 

Eug. Thomas, can you—ſhut that door; can you keep 
2 great ſecret ? 

Tho. Leave me alone, for that, Sir. 

Eug. O Thomas, its of the greateſt conſequence, If 
known, it may lay our country in ruin. 

Tho. I won't teil a word of it, Sir. | 

Eug. Not for your ſoul.— Then, you muſt know 
come this way—that lady that gave you the letter, and 
that's now in the little parlour, is a Ruſſian Princeſs, 

Tho. A Princeſs ! 


* © == 
. rr 


as 1 


— 
© 
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Eug. The Princeſs Ruſtifuſti. She fought a duel.— 

Tho. A Princeſs fight a duel ! | 

Eug. With a great Count of the holy Roman Empire, 
She was run ugh the ſword- arm; but the noble 
Count's wounds were ſaid to be mortal ; ſo ſhe has fled to 
England for ſatety: and if ſhe's diſcovered, we mult give 
her up: then Thomas, ſhe'll be beheaded. 

Tho. Poor noble ſoul ! 

Eug. Ay, Thomas ; ſuch a Princeſs ! knows all langua- 
ges, and Engliſh moſt correctiy. Now, Thomas, if you | 
mention this— | 

Tho. Me! not for | 

ENTER FRINGE. | 

Eug. Huſh | not a word, eſpecially to a woman. [ Exit. 

Fr. And why not a woman, pray ? 

Tho. Becauſe its a ſecret. | 

Fr. A ſecret! I muſt know it. 

Tho. O Mrs. Fringe, if you would not ſpeak of it— 

Fr. Come tell me. | . 

Tho. Then you muſt know—ſhutthe door—this way 
the great lady in the little parlour is a Ruſſian Princeſs, 

Fr. A Princeſs ! 

Tho. The Princeſs Ruſky Fuſky. She killed two Counts 
of the holy Emperor.. She's here incog.—Aud if ſhe's 
taken, her head will be chopped off. Not a word of that, 
Mrs. Fringe; for it is a raſcally thing to tell a thing 
once you are entruſted with it. 

Fr. So it is indeed, Thomas. [ Exit Thomas, 

A. Princeſs ! I'll wait upon her. She may prefer me 
to be one of her maids of honour. | 

ENTER JOHN. 

John, Did you ſee Mr. Lingo ? I want ſome cake and 
wine for this ſtrange gentlewoman here in the parlour. 

Fr. Gentlewoman ! well, I find ſome people know more 
of ſome people than ſome people. But when people in- 
truſt people with people's ſecrets, people are not to tell 
them to all the people people meet. 

John. Hey! the devil! what a crowd of people's here! 

Fr. Eh! no, we're alone,-Shut the door— John, if 
you knew—you won't tell any body. 

Jobn. Tell; did I tell of the bottle of burnt claret the 
ether night, though I ſtole it from Mr, Lingo myſelf, 
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Fr. No, you have diſcretion, John.—John, that pen. 
tlewoman, as you call her, in—but it is the greateſt ere 
— ſhe is the great Ruſſian Princeſs Ruſky Fuſky. 

Jobn. The Princeſs Ruſky Fulky ! 

Fr. She was ſet upon by five holy Roman * 
| The dear lady had nothing but her fan and her ſciſſars; 
and with theſe ſhe defended her honour, with her back 
| againſt a tree, till ſhe laid the five holy Roman Empires all 
. dead at her feet. If ſhe had ſtaid, ſhe would have had 
| her head ſeverated from her body; ſo ſhe called for her 

own maid, a faithful ſenfible body like me, one that never 
blabbed, ſnhe packed up her portmanteau, croſſed the 
ſeas, and landed at Blackheath. Tf ſhe's taken—John 
don't tell, as her life's in danger. | 

Jobn. Her life in danger! Damme if I'd tell for half a 

crown. | 

Fr. I believe you, John, I aſſure you I wou"dn't have 

told you, only I know you can keep a ſecret as well as 

myſelf. —_ 
John. Can one get any thing by it though? 
ENTER COWSLIP. | 

Cow, What cream is wanted for the morning, John? 

Fohn. Ha! my dainty dairy-maid ! _.. 4 

Cow. Ha' done, do! I ſhou' in't have — of your 

impudence, John. op" 1 Bell rings. 

Jobs. Zounds ! I forgot the wine and cake for the 

| Prin—gad ! I'd like to have popt it out.— Ah, Cowſlip, I 
= could diſcover— 3 

o Cob. I don't care what you diſcover of me. Why did 

| | Mr. Lingo tell then ? 

Jobn. What? 
| Cow, O, nothing. 
| John. Damn the old wig-block, he has the ear, and I 

fancy the lip too of every woman in the houſe. 

Cow. Why, you're as tall, and your leg is not amiſs 
-when you re hehind the coach. But why don't you ſpeak 
the Latin tongue? | 

John. I've more regard to decency, than to curſe and 
{wear to innocent women becauſe they don't underſtand. 

Cow. Does Mr. Lingo do ſo? Certain and ſure he does 
"come out with his nouns ſometimes, 
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Job. Cowllip, I'll tell you the ſecret if you'll affront 
him 


Cow, Ods-daiſy! But I'll huff him; will that do ? I'll 


pull his wig. He's mighty proud of his wig. Now what's 


the ſecret, pray ? | 
John. The ſecret is—{ Bell rings.) Coming.— Don't 
tell, We've a great Princeſs in the houſe. 
Cow. A Princeſs ! ods-daiſy ! that's fine. 
John. The Ruſſian Princeſs Ruſky Fuſky. 
Cow, The Princeſs Ruſky Fuſky 
John. She killed fix knights of the holy Roman Em- 


peror. She is in diſguiſe here. The conſtables are after 
her with a ſearch-warrant, and ſhe'll be hanged if ſhe's 


taken. You have the ſecret now, and pray keep it, for 


my ſake. [Bell rings.) Coming, coming. 


Conv. Keep the ſecret! ay, that I will.— Lord III 


to the Princeſs Ruſky Fuſky, and then I muſt make haſte 


to the lawn, or all the ſports will be over, and Cudden my 


ſweet- heart gone home, or may-hap dance with another 


girl, John and Mr. Lingo—Ah ! after all, I find Cud- 


den has ſkimmed the cream of my affections. 


SONG. 


Tune, Corn riggs are bonny, 


Lord what care I for mam or dad? 
Why, let 'em ſcold and bellow : 
For while I live I'll love my lad, 
He's ſuch a charming fellow. 


The laſt fair-day on Gander-green 
The youth he danced ſo well-o: 

So ſpruce a lad was never ſeen, 
As my ſweet charming fellow. 


The ſair was over, night was come, 
The lad was ſomewhat mellow; 

Says he, my dear, I'll ſee you home. 
I thank*d the charming fellow. 


We trudg'd along, the moon ſhone bright, 
Says he, if you'll not tell - o 

I'll kiſs you here by this good light. 
Lord what a charming fellow 4 
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You rogue, ſays I, you've ſtopp'd my breath, 
Ye bells, rirg out my kucll-o! 

Again i'd die ſo ſweet a death, 
With ſuch a charming tellow. 


O here comes Mr. Lingo, with his gibberiſh and his non 


. 


ſenſe. 
Ex TER LINGO. 


Lin. O my ſweeteſt of Cowſlips, dulcis puella! by my 
dexter and ſiniſter manus, your antic Caleb fings I6 
Peeans to ſee you. | 'S 

Coca. What do you ſay, you're in pain to fee me, Mr, 
Lingo ? 

Lin. Gerunds, declenſions, verbs, and adverbs. 

Comp. I ſhould not ha* thought of your herbs. 


Lin. Aid me, amor, the eight parts of ſpeech, ſingular, 


plural, nouns, and pronouns ! 
Cow. Mr. Lingo, I do'sn't love curſing and ſwearing, 
Lin. Nomanativo hanc, hunc et hoc. 
Coxv. Hock again! Your drunk with hoc for my 


part 
I believe. Idefire you'll ha' done, do. [Gives bim a puſb. 


Lin. Ha' done, do! Hear this, you azure woods, you 
ring plains, you verdant ſkies, you cryſtal ſwains, ye 
eathered fountains, trinkling groves, you cooing kids, ye 
capering doves! She's in the imperative mood, O dam- 
natus obitinatus mulier ! | | 
Coco. Do you ſay I'm a damn'd obſtmate mule 
How dare you call me names ? I'll pull your wig tor you, 
that's what I will. r Pull; his wig, 
Lin. If my ſcholars were to ſee me now, they'd never 
let me whip them again in ſecula ſeculorum. 
Ceew. For all your lorums and laming—I could learn 
you ſomewhat, if Thad a mind, Mr. Schoolmaſter, but it's 
a great ſecret, or I could teil you the big lady in the little 
parlour is the Princeſs Ruſky Futky ; how ſhe killed ſeven 
whole Reman Emperors z and how: ſhe'll be hanged in 
chains if ſhe's catch'd ; and I could have told you eve 
word if I [51 x but you ſhan't know a ſyllabub of it 
from me, that you ſhan't, Mr. Schoolmaſter. [ Exit. 
Lin. Multum in parvo. What a diſcreet ſlut it is to 


know all this, and wou'dn't tell even me, becauſe it's a 


ſecret ! The Princeſs Ruſky Fuſky in. our houſe ! this 43- 


5 


indee 
very 
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indeed a ſecret, bono publico. This Cowſlip is the 
very flower, the daffodowndilly of dairy-maids. 


SONO. 


Of all the 2 flowers, 
A Cowſlip's my delight: 
With that I'd paſs my hours, 
my Both morning, noon, and night, FS | 
Is : To be ſure I would, &c, '"J 


Ir This Cowflip ſmell'd ſo ſweetly, 
; And look'd ſo freſh and gay, 1 
Says I, your dreſs'd ſo neatly, 1 
We'll have a little play. 1 
To be ſure we will, Se. 


One evening in the dairy, 
. - "Twas lying on a ſhelf, 
- I kiſs'd the pretty fairy, 
And then laid down myſelf. 
: To be ſure I did, Cc. 


This flower one morning early 
Upon a bed did reſt ; 
I lov'd to pull it dearly, 
it And ſtick in my breaſt. 
: To be ſure I could, &c. 


SCENE, 
ENTER EUGENE, 


Eug. So, as I expected, my ſecret has gone through the 
"err. and my cheeſemonger is a Ruſſian Princeſs. 
ENTER LAURA. | 
Lau. O Eugene, I hear Sir Felix's ſon is actually arrived. 
Eug. Then, my Laura, though bitter the teparation, I 
did n eternal adieu to you and happineſs. 
Lau. Do you leave the country, Eugene ? 
Eug. Can I ſtay to ſee my deareſt Laura—think what 
IT « ould ſay. | e 
Lau. Nay, Eugene, do tell me. | 
Eug. vir Felix's ſon is arrived, and—can I ſee you in 
the arms of another. 


| happineſs; yet in my mind, the height o 
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Lau. Ah, Eugene, if you go——do you, can you think 
your Laura will ſtay behind? © 
Eug. Generous Laura ! but Sir Felix has ſet his heart 
upon your union with his, fon. To his bounty my father 
and I owe our very exiſtence. And ſhall I, like a viper, 
turn and ſting my. kind preſerver ? No Laura, Though 
in the poſſeſſion of you, my love, I rr all _ of 
human bliſs is 
dearly gained, when purchaſed by an action of diſhonour. 
Lau. I aſk your pardon, Sir.— I ſee my error.— ] ſhan't 
be ungrateful to Sir Felix.—I'Il give my hand where he 
commands, though my heart may burſt, Oh! Eugene, I 
did not think you'd uſe me thus, 


SONG, 


Ah! why take back the vows you gave, 
Or with to part with mine? 

My heart is ſtill your willing ſlave, 
Tho” yours I muſt reſign. 


A bird whofe vows-did firſt engage, 
Tho' anxious to remain, 

Enamour'd of its golden cage, 
You'd now let looſe again. 


You lull'd me in a dream of love, 
A gay illuſive ſhew ; 
And when the ſubſtance I would prove, 


| You wake me into wo. 
r 


gratitude, And have your fortitude, Laura, to face the 
world with me? 


Lau. Try me. And not even the elements ſhall part 


your faithful Laura from her beloved Eugene. 
Evg. Generous Laura 


SONG. 


My Laura, wilt thou truſt the ſeas; 
For poor Eugene quit home and eaſe, 
And certain peril prove 
Then conſtancy 
& Our pilot be, 
As all our freight is love? . Br 


Eug. I cannot bear this, and fear love muſt triumph over 


rel 


THE AGREEABLE SURPRISE. M4, 


Tho' Boreas wears an angry. form, 
And threat' ning clouds portend a ſtorm,. 
No cheering ſtar above ; 
Let conſtancy, Se. 


Our bark ſhall bravely ſtem the tide, 
Till ſkies clear up and ſtorms ſubſide, 
And Peace returns her dove; 
If conſtancy, Se. 


SCENE, 


Curtain draws and diſcovers Mxs. CHESHIRE fitting down, 
LINGO, JOHN, and WILLIAM ceremoniouſiy waiting. 


Mrs. C. My patience is almoſt wearied out. Very 
ſtrange I can't ſee Eugene, — Oh dear! a glaſs of water, 
if you pleaſe. | 

Jobu. Yes, Madam. 

Lin. Madam ! John don't know ſhe's a princeſs; and 
I can't do her proper homage before theſe Cyclops, John, 
you may both retire. 

John. Mr. Lingo's not in the ſecret. [Afide.] Mr. Lin- 
go, pray bow reſpectfully to her. 

Lin. Do you teach me that have teached hundreds? 
Centum docentum, you vile liftor ! take your face out of 
the room, 80. An't I the domeſtic god, the very Lary 
of the family? Go! [Exit John.] Don't be afraid: No 
body knows you but me. 

Mrs. C. Theſe Kentiſh ſervants are very evil. 


ENTER COWSLIP with a bowwl. 

Cow. Some of our Engliſh cream for your Royal Reve- 
rence. | _ [Kneelnge 

Mrs. C. My Royal Reverence 

Conv. Take the glaſs, pleaſe your Catholic Majeſty. 

Lin. Cowilip, leave the preſence. 

Coco. I have no more preſents than the bowl. of cream. 

Lin. Cream! you ſhallow Pomona! 

Cow. Well, till now I always thought your great Ruſſi- 
ans wore whiſkers. [ Exit, 

Liz. Don't mind that girl, moſt learned Mufty. She's 
a mere Evgliſh druid, moſt divine bard, 


The moſt e canus in our domus. 


fin.— Take ſome cake. Vivitus, we live by eating and 


; __ * 
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| ETER JOHN, with cake. 
Lin. Jotin, this honour is too great 
John. Mr. Lingo, I was ordered 
Lin. John, I do not love a common Demoſthenus, 
Fobn. Sir, Jmn— 
Lin. Go out, unmannerly homo, go! [Exit John.] 


Mrs. C. This is wine. A glaſs of water, if you pleaſe, 
Lin. In vino veritas. You get not water in this — 
Some cake for your Faithful Majeſty. 
Mrs. C. My Majeſty ! O, this is mere diverſion.——1 
ſent a letter juſt now from the Griffin to Mr. Eugene. 
Lin. You ſent it! Yes, he got a letter from the Grif. 


drinking, pleaſe your Grace's Holineſs. 
Mrs. C. My Grace's Holineſs ! pray harkye, Sir, does 
your maſter tolerate you to—but I—I am cool. 
Lin. Cool! ſhe wants the Ruſſian ſtove. We have no 
ſuch in England, great Ottoman ; but I'll immediately 
get you achafing aſh of hot coals for your —_— 


ENTER FRINGE. 
Fr. [ Kneeling.) Pleaſe your Royal Highneſs ! 
Mrs C. My Royal Highneſs ! 
Fr. I am my young lady's own woman, your Royal 


rs. C. I am no Royal Highneſs, madam. | 
Fr. OI Iknow your Royal Highneſs very well; but I'd 


: ſcorn to betray your * Highneſs, as it was in Cefence 


of your virtue you killed the Roman Emperors ! 
rs. C. Lkill the Roman Emperors ! . 
Fr. A Ruſſian Princeſs Give me our own royal fami- 
ly after all. 
Mrs. C. All mad in this houſe, I believe. 
ENTER LIKGO, with a cloak. 
Lin. You will have the hot coals preſently. In the 


mean time throw this Ruſſian fur-cloak over you, Mr. 
Compton wore it in 4 — cold caſtern ports. You were 


wounded in the ſword- arm, great Ruſtifuſti. 
Mrs. C. Yes, this fellow's mad. [ Afedts 
Lin. Thoſe Roman Emperors that attacked you were 


mere Tarquins, depend upon it. That chair is too lov 


ni- 


THE AGREEABLE SURPRISE, 145 


for your Highneſs. Here is another, It is higher and 
more fitter for your eminence. | | 
| ENTER THoMAs., "4 

Tho, [ Kneels and whiſpers.) Your Highneſs is diſcovered. 
Mrs. C. Highneſs! All mad. I've got into bedlam 
ſure. : [Afede. 
Lin. | Laying hold of Thomas.] Whiſper a Princeſs ! 
Why, Thomas, you faney yourſelf Cardinal Wolſey in 
this houſe. 3 3 | 

Tho. O! if you knew, Mr, Lingo 

Lin. What „ui opus? ä ä 

Tho. A ſecret. I met an attorney and a bailiff at the 
door. 

Lin. An attorney turn out. [ Turns bim out. 

Mrs. C. It's my lawyer. Open the door. 

Lin. Let in an attorney Are you mad, great Poten- 
tate? — Oh, oh! 

Mrs. C. Open the door. 

Lin. The lawyer will betray you, Commander of the 
Faithful. 
Mrs. C. Open the door, I fay ! 

Lin. Sit quiet, great Ruſtifuſti. 

Mrs. C. Am I to be ſhut up here with a madman ? open 
the door I inſiſt. [ Riſes. 

Lin. Her Serene Highneſs is in a paſſion. She'll] never 
be taken alive. Yes, ſhe'll kill the attorney. There is a 
caſe of piſtols. There is a broad ſword, Heavens! how 
me'll fight! Here, now, defend yourſelf, brave Ruſtifuſ- 
ti. 


Mrs, C. Open the door, I ſay. 

Lm. Yes, Mel ſnoot the attorney. Stay, till I get up 
here. Now prime, and fire away, brave Bellona. 

ENTER SIX FELIX and COMPTON. - | 

Sir Fel. Don't be alarmed, Princeſs. Though your 
1 known here, you're ſafe by all the laws ot hoſpi- 
tality. 

14. Stand out of the way, Domine Felix, till Ruſti- 
fuſti ſhoots the attorney. 

Com. Why this is Mrs. Cheſhire, our Southwark cheeſe- 
monger. 

Lin. A cheeſemonger! O Ccelum et terra! And have I 
ſtudied Syntax, Cordery, Juvenal, and Triſtram Shandy 

K 
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to ſerve wine on my knee to a mighty cheeſemongetr ! 
But there is one thing I can never — in ſæcula ſæcu- 


lorum. tor 
Cem. What's that, Lingo ? all 
Liz. Her not ſhooting the attcrney. 3 
5 ENTER CHICANE. 
Chi. So, ſo, the party has abſconded. the 
. Mrs. C. Eugene bri 
's Sir Fel. My ſon run away pic 
Chi. With the young lady of the-houſe I think. 0' 
Com. My daughter! | 
Sir Fel. Tol, lol, lol !-—Ha, ha, ha! This is good. To an 
avoid each other, gone off together. Ha, ha, ha! I'm ſo go. 
happy. 
12 ENTER EUGENE and LAURA. * 
Sir Fel. So, you ran away to be Married, I ſuppoſe ? ſur 
ug. With that intention, Sir, I confeſs, tur 
Lau. Dear Sir Felix, the fault was mine; but Eugene's 
mind is replete with honour, and he has made me a pro- 
ſclyte. O Sir ! he has my affections. I here return to 
my obedience, with hopes-a ſon of yours will never accept 
my hand, when my heart is poſſeſſed by another. 
Sir Fel. Refuſed a fine girl rather than violate the ties 
of hanour and gratitude ?—My Eugene! my ſon ! take _ 
the blefling of a father; for now I with pride acknowledge 
ou. | 
, Eag. [To Comptan. } Sir! 
g Com. Tis true, Eugene. Sir Felix claims your filial 
uty. 
Eug. I'm ſupriſed ! 
Sir Fel. Ves, I love to ſurpriſe people. 
Lau. Dear Sir! [ To Sir Felix.] your bleſſing and for- ö 


giveneſs. [ Kneeling. 
Sir Fel: Kneel there, Laura. His right is prior to mine. . 
Lau. Mr. Compton !— 
Com. Ves, Laura, in me you behold an aſſectionate pa- 
rent; but next to Heaven you owe your thanks to that 
benevolent man. ; 
Ars. C. Well, I'll be revenged if it coſt me half the 
cheeſe in my ſhop. 
| Sir Fel. Stay, widow, Egad ! T've furpriſed yov, Sup- . 
pole you ſurpriſe me in turn, and marry the attorney ? 


1 


*Clle 


xt, 
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Mrs. C. Town Mr. Chicane is an honeſt man; but 

Sir Fel. 7 E him N an honeſt at- 
torney over on bridge with you, ou'll ſurpriie 
all Tooley-ſtreet, - : 7 

- - ExTeR LiIxco. | 

Lin. T hear of .a wedding going to be, Domine Felix, 
therefore I will write a Latin Epitaph for the pair of 
bridegrooms, wherein T'l} provoke the patronage of Cu- 
pid, Thomas a Becket, Sir Godfrey Kneller, and Helley 
O'Gabalus, | 

Sir Fel. Let me have no more of your damn'd Godfreys 
and Gabaluſſes. Lay the cloth and ſurptiſe us with a 
good wedding-ſupper. 

Eug. A wedding | Is it poſſible 

Sir Fel. Ves, boy, poſſible; ay, and probable too. I've 

ſurpriſed you with the girl of your heart, and a good for- 


tune. Is not this an Agreeable Surpriſe. 


FINALE, 


A kiſs, my girl! your hand my boy ! 
There now each anxious trouble ends. 
Vet be it ſtill my greateſt joy 
With bleſſings to ſurpriſe my friends. 


CHORUS, 


Each jovial heart be pleas'd this night ; 
What bleſſing in good- humour lies 
And proſpects yield more ſweet delight, 


By an Agreeable Surpriſe. 


Lau. In pureſt robes of radient light, 
Diana, Ceres, Hymen, come ! 
Eug. You've bleſs'd the day, ſo crown the night, 
Our birth-day, wedding, harveſt home ! 
| Each jovial heart, &c, 


Mrs. C. Great Ruſtifuſti now no more, 
Nor Ruſſian Princeſs here incog 
But Widow Cheſhire as before, 
And for a huſband till a-gog ! 
Each jovial heart, Sc. 
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THE AGREEABLE SURPRISK; 


Com, Uncertain yet our poet's: fate, 


Lin, 


"Tis your award muſt fix his doom! 
Applaud ! with joy he'll celebrate 
Our birth-day, wedding, harveſt home 
Each jovial heart, S.. 


For omne bene he applies, 
He's Dead- Alive in critic's paw 


Forgive th' Agreeable Surpriſe 
And — 4 for his — 


CHORUS, 


Each jovial heart be pleas'd this night, 
What bleſſing in good-humour lies! 
And proſpects yield more ſweet — 

By an Agreeable Surpriſe. 


THE END. 
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Mamatis Pertonae. 


SIR THEODORE GOODCHILD. 


SiR ARCHY MASCARCASM, a Scotchman. 


SIR CALLAGHAN O'BRALLAGHAN, an Iriſhman, . 


MORDECA1, an Engliſh Jew. 


SQUIRE GROOM, a Newmarket Jockey. 


CHARLOTTE, Niece to Sir Theodore Goodchild. | 


A Lawyer and Servant, 


— — 
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SCENE, Sir Theodore Goodctild's Houſe in London. 
Enter Six THEODORE GOODCHILD and CHARLOTTE, 


Str T. — will the world ſay of me, but that I 
was a very prudent man? 

Char. The world ! the world will applaud you, eſpeci- 
ally when they know what ſort of lovers they are, and 
that the ſole motive of their affection is the lady's for- 
tune. No poor girl ſure was ever plagued with ſuch a 
brood as I am.—The firſt upon my hiſt is a high- minded 
North Britiſh Knight, Who ſets up for a wit, a man of 
learning and ſentiment : he bears himſelf fair while you 
are preſent, but abuſes the whole world when their backs 
are turned; and withal has ſo high a notion of the digni- 
ty of his family, that he would, no doubt, think he laid 
me under a great obligation, in honouring me with his 
hand. The ſecond is a downright ideot, a fluttering, fri- 
volous thing, well known in moſt public places by the 
name of Beau Mordecai, an Engliſh Jew.—The next in 
Cupid's train is your nephew, whoſe liſh voice and mili- 
tary aſpect make me fancy that he was not only born in a 
ſiege, but that Bellona alone could be his nurſe, Mars his 
preceptor, and the camp the academy where he receiv'd 
the firſt rudiments cf his education. 

Sir T. My dear Charlotte ! you ſhould not be ſo ſevere 
upon my nephew; what can you expect from a mere rough- 
hewen ſoldier, who muſt needs go from his friends a vo- 
lunteer, and has lived theſe ſeveral years within the cir- 
cuit of a camp; fo that I don't believe he has fix ideas 
diſtin from his profeſſion. 
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Char. Let me ſee, his name is 

Sir T. Sir Callaghan O'Brallaghan. 

Char. Sir, Callaghan O'Brallaghan? It is enough to 
choak me—if I have him I muſt have an Iriſh interpreter 
to make me underſtand what he ſays. | 

Sir T. Well, I muſt go and fee about your ſuit ; the 
coach waits—they all dine here,.I think ? 

Char. All but Squire Groom, and he is to ride a match, 
which I ſuppoſe no charms could perfuade him io be ab- 
ſent from. 

Sir T. Well, make yourſelf what ſport you pleaſe with 
them—TI ſhall certainly be back to dinner—good mornin 
to you, my dear. [ Exit Sir T. 

ord. [ Without.) Sir Theodore, your ſervant—is Miss 
Charlotte this way ? ' 

Sir T. She is, Sir—good morning to you. 

Mord. You'll dine with us, Sir Theodore? 

Sir T. Certainly. 

| ENTER MORDECAI /enging. 

Mord. Thus let me pay my ſofteſt adoration, and thus, 
and thus, and thus, [ Ki ing her band.] in amoꝛous tran- 
ſports breathe my laſt. 

Char. Not ſo faſt, Mr. Mordecai ; you are very gallant, 
Sir; I proteſt I never ſaw you better dreſt. 

Mord. It is well enough, Madam, juſt as my tailor 
fancies: Do you like it ? 

| Char. Oh! it quite elegant; but if I miſtake not, you 
are ſo remarkable for a taſte in dreſs, that you are known 
all over tne city, by the name of Change-alley Beau. 
Mord. They do diſtinguiſh. me by that title, but I de- 
clare I have not the vanity to think I deſerve it. 

Char. Oh, Mr. Mordecai, well remembered ! I heard of 
your amour at the Opera with Mis Sprightly- 

Mord. Dear Madam, how can you he fo fevere ? That 
the lady has deſigns, I ſtedfaſtly believe; but as for me 
but pray, Madam, who told you ſo ? 

Char. Sir Archy Macſarcaſm. 

Mord. Oh, what a creature you have named ! the very 
abſtra& of filth and raſtineſs ! he takes ſuch a quanti 
of Scots ſnuff, that he ſmells worſe than a tn 
ler's ſhop in the dog-days———— There is not one word of 
truth in five that he ſays; and he utters his firpilies with 
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all the gravity imaginable, after the moderate allowances 


of four bottles of port, three ounces of Scots ſnuff, and 
twelve pipes of tobacco. 

Char. What a character has he drawn of the knight! 

Mord. Why Madam, I vow to Gad, he is the daily 
ſport of every coffee - houſe in town; and his own country- 
men of any character conſtantly avoid him, and—oh, the 
devil ! here he comes. 

Sir A. (Without. Sawney, bid Donald bring the cha- 
riot at aught o'clock exactly. 
ENTER SIR ARCHY MACSARCASM. 

Mord. y dear knight, I am fincerely glad to ſee you, 
and have the honour, at all times, and upon all occaſions, 
to be your moſt obedient humble ſervant. 

Sir A. What, my child of circumciſion, how do you do, 
my bonny Girgafite? Gre us a wag o' your luf, lad. 
Why, ye're-as diligent in the ſervice o' your miſtreſs, as 
in the ſervice o*-your looking-glaſs ; for your een or your 
thoughts are ay turn't upo” the ane or the ither. 

Mord. And your wit, I find,” Sir Archy, like a cour- 
tier's tongue, will always retain its uſual politeneſs. a 

Char. Civil and witty on both ſides Sir Archy, 
your ſervant. 

Sir A. Ten thouſand pardons, Madam! did not ob- 
ſerve you: I hope I ſee your ladyſhip weel.— Ah! Ma- 
dam, you luik like a deeveenity. I ſee- friend Mordecai 
is determined to bear awa' the prize frae us a“; he's trickt 
out in a' the colours o' the rainbow. 

Char. Mr. Mordecai is always well dreſs'd, Sir Archy. 

Sir 4. Upon my word he's as fine as a jay. Step 
alang, man, turn round, and let us ſee your fine ſhape. Ah, 
he ſtands vera weel, vera weel indeed! What's this in his 
hat ? a feather ! vera elegant, vera elegant, I proteſt ; I ne- 
ver ſaw a tooth-drawer better dreſt a my life. 4 
Mord. Upon my word I am your.moſt humble ſervant, 
Sir Archy. | 

Sir A. Weel, Mordecai, ye ha been whiſpering your 
love ſick tale in the lady's lug, do you ken that ſhe's in- 
clinable to your paſſion ? | 

Mord. From the converſation I have had with her, :I 
begin to think, that my figure and addreſs have. made an 
impreſſion upon her. 
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Sir A. Vera weel, that's right, that's right—I mun 
ken that your ladyſhip has been entertained vera weet by- 
J Mordecai, before 1 broke in upon you; he's a 


my frien 

guide ane at a tale, when the ſtocks is at ae end and the 

lottery at the ither, hal ha! ha! but ye maun ken that 

I ha' news for you that canna fail to gi muckle ſport. 
Char. What is that, pray, Sir Archy ? 


Sir A. Why, ye maun ken, that in my way to your la- 
dyſhip's manſion, I pickt up my bonny Hibernian—as 


fine - upon my honour, as fine as little Mordecai here. 


Char. But you have not left him behind you? IexpeRt-- 


ed him here ere this. 


Sir A. Left him! ye maun ken that I ha' brought him 


wi” me! for I'm like the monarchs of auld, I never tra- 


vel without my fuil ; he is as good as a comedy or farce: : 


— But he has made a jargon, which he-ftyles a ſonnet 


upon his bewitching Charlotte, as he calls you, Madam; 


he's now altering it, and you maun expect ſic an epiſtle 


as has na been ary ſin the days of Don Quixotte, — - 


You have him fing it, Mordecai? 


Mord. I beg your pardon, Sir Archy, I have heard him 
roar it, Egad! we have had him juſt now, Madam, at a. 
tavern, and made him give it us in an Iriſh /howl, that 


might be heard from here to Weſt Cheſter. 


Sir A. Why, Mordecai, you have a deviliſh. deal of wit, 


man; aye that's what ye hae. 


Mord. Your molt obedient, Sir a+ I am afraid 
am 


-— 4728 me ; but I muſtbe going— z I kiſs your 


Char. You are not going to leave us, Mr. Mordecai ? 

Mord. Only to have a flice of Sir Callaghan before 
dinner by way of a whet, that's all, Madam, only by way 
of a whet. 

Sir A. Not a word of the ſonnet, man 

Mord. Never fear, Sir Archy, never fear. [ Ex. Mord. 

Sir A. What a fantaſtical baboon this little Iftaclite 
makes himſelf! 

Char. He's very entertainining, Sir Archy. 

Sir A. The fallow's vera ridiculous, and therefore vera 
uſeful in ſociety, for wherzver he gangs there-maun be 


laughter; but now, Madam, a word or twa to our ain 


matters, Madam, I love you, and gin I didna, I wad 


l 


* es 
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ſcorn to ſay it: concerning theſe creatures wha call them · 
ſelves your lovers, there are three of them about your 
ladyſhip's perſon, as unfit for you as a wandering Arab; 
— whaſe ſentiments are as wide o' true felicity as the 
North and South poles : reptiles and beggars, wha can 
boaſt of naething, but a knowledge of ſic things as wad 
mak um be kend by a' judicious fok, een as the outcaſts 
o' the warld. And firſt this Mordecai, to be ſure the 
fallow's wealthy; yes, he's wealthy but then a reptile, 
Madam, he's a reptile ! whaſe common place notions are 
o' nae farther extent than Change-alley, or the coffee- 
houſes, and whaſe only ideas are cent per cent ſchemes, 
ſtock, annuities, and South Sea bubbles. 

Char. Ay, Sir Archy ! you are above ſuch grovelling 
thoughts Your ambition is to adorn your mind, 

Sir A. Then, Madam, as 9 Groom: to be ſure 
he's a great ſportſman, but he's a —a beggar! and 
nae doubt but your fortune would be very acceptable: 
twould enable vom to redeem his ſteed o horſes, put him 
on his legs again, and according till his ain phraſe, he 
would be bottom, Madam, he would be bottom; but in 
a fei years, Madam, your whole fortune, the wiſe ſcrap- 
ing of your anceſtors, would be wantonly ſquandered away 
upon cock-fighting, horſe-racing, grooms, 22 and 
he like ſpend-thrift amuſements; and your ladyſhip not 
ha' a blanket left to cover you. Then as to Sir C 
O'Brallaghan, the fallow's weel enough to laugh at; but 
ye maun luik about you there, for your guardian is his un- 
cle, and to my certain knowledge, there is a deſign upon 
your fortune in that quarter : upon it, there is a 
deſign upon your fortune. 

Char. I believe, indeeed, a lady's fortune is the princi- 
pal object of every lover. 

Sir A. I grant ye, Madam, wi' Sir Callaghan O'Bral- 
laghan, Squire Groom, and fic like fallows ; but men of 
honour have ither principles: I afſure you, Madam, tis 
not for the pecuniary, but for the divine graces o your 
mind, and the mental perfe&ions of your ſaul and body, 
which are more to me than all the riches of Peru and 
Mexico. 

Char. O Sir Archy ! . 

Sir A, Beſides, Madam, gin ye marry me, ye will marry 
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a man of ſobriety and ceconomy. It is true, I am not in 
the hey day of my bluid, yet far from the vale of years, 
as the poet ſays. I am not like the young whipſters of 
this age, who are * — at the firſt onſet, but gang aff 
like a ſquib or a cracker on a rejoicing night, and are 
never heard o' mair. The young men, now a days, Ma- 
dam, are mere baubles, abſolute baubles. 

Char. Now Ithink old men, Sir Archy, are but baubles. 

Sir A. Beſides, Madam, conſider the dignity and anti- 

uity of our family! Madam, in our family there are 
Ave viſcounts, four barons, ſix earls, ſeven marquiſſes, 
and twa dukes : the families o' the South are nae to be 
compared to the families o' the North There is as muckle 
difference as between a hound of blood and a mongrel. 

Char. And why ſo, Sir? 

Sir A. I'll tell you, Madam—the nobeelity of Scotland 
are a' deſcended frae renowned warriors, and heroes of 
glorious achievements, wha diſdainꝰd to mak alliances, 
or contaminate their bluid wi' ony that war na as great 
as their ain— But here in the ſouth, ye are a' ſprung 
frae naething in the warld but wool packs, hop ſacks, ſugar 
kiſts, tar barrels, and rum punchcons. 
' Char. Ha! ha! ha! 

Sir A. What gars you laugh, Madam? 

Char. The opinion you have of our nobility. 

Sir A. Guid troth, —— its true: a' we families o 
the north are of another kidney quite: we diſdain a mix- 
ture of bluid that is na as pure as our ain; whereas here 
* are a ſtrange amphibious breed, being a compoſition of 

urks, Jews, Nabobs, and Refugees. 

Char. We are indeed a ſtrange mixture, Sir Archy. 
Sir A. Vera true, vera true; — my family is a famil 
of rank and conſequence; which, if you marry into, wi 
purify your bluid, and refine it frae the lees and draps of 
trade, with which it is contaminated, which your money 
_ do for you, war it as muckle as the bank of Edin- 
bro. 5 
| ENTER MORDECAI, 

Mord. Sir Archy, he is juſt without, he is comiu 


Sir Callaghan O Brallagban [ without.) Is the Jady this 


-way, do you ſay, young man? 
4 Ferw. She is, br e 


rr 


* 
- 
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Sir C. Fhen I'll trouble you with no farther ceremony. 
{ Enters.) Madam, I am your moſt obedient humble fer. 
vant, 

Char. I am very ſorry to hear we ſhall ſoon be deprived 
of your company, Sir Callaghan. I thought — in 
Germany had been all over. 

Sir C. Ves, Madam, it was all over, but it began again 


A ſoldier never lives in quiet, till he has nothing to do, 


then he quits the field with more fafety. 


Sir A. The lady was juſt ſaying, ſhe would be glad if | 
you would favour her with a ſlight narrative of what hap- 


pen'd in Germany. | 
Sir C. Pray, Madam, don't aſk me ;—I am afraid it 
would look like gaſconading in me; and I will aſſure you 
there is no ſuch thing in nature, as giving a deſcription 
of a fiery battle: for there is ſo much done every where, 
that nobody knows what is done any where. Then there 
is ſuch drumming and trumpeting, and ſuch delightful 
confuſion altogether, that you can no more give an account 
of it, than you can of the ſtars in the ſky. „ 

Sir A. It's a vera — account he gi es o't. [ Afideto 
Mordecai.] Let us ſmoke him, and ſee if we can get a lit, 
tle fun with him.—Try if he will give you ſome account 
of the battle. x 

Mord. Pray, Sir Callaghan, how many might you kill 
in any one battle you have been at! 

Sir C. [ Starting.) I'Il tell yuu—I generally kill more 


in a battle than a coward would chuſe to look upon, or 


than an impertinent fellow would be able to cat. Are you 
anſwer'd, Mr. Mordecai ? | 

Sir A. You was deviliſh ſharp upon him, faith, 

Mord. Wasn't I ? 

Stir A. Ves, but have another cut at him. The Iſraelite 
will bring himſel intil a damn'd ſcrape here. [ Aide. 

Mord. Sir Callaghan, give me leave to. tell you, if I 
was a general | 

Sir C. A general! upon my ſoul, and you would make 
a fine general Oh, Madam, look upon ihe general. 


Mr, Mordecai, do not look upon being a general as ſa 


light a matter. It is a very difficult trade to learn to re- 
joice, with danger on the one fide, and death on the other, 
and a great many more things, that vou know no more 


—— — 
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of than I do of being high prieſt to a ſynagogue; fo hold 
your tongue, my dear N. — about that, and go 
mind y our cent per cent, and your lotiery tickets in Change. 


alley. | 
Sir A. Ha! ha! by the lord he has tickled up the If. 
_— ; he has given it to the Moabite on both ſides o' the 


Char. But you have been frequently in danger, Sir! 

Sir C. Danger, Madam, is the ſoldier's profeſſion; and 
death his beſt reward. 

Mord. A bull ! a bull !—Pray how do you make that 
out? You fay death is the ſoldier's beſt reward. 

Sir C. I'll tell you how—A general dead in the field of 
battle is a monument of fame, that makes him as muck 
alive as Cæſar or Alexander, or any dead hero of them 

all: and when the hiſtory of America comes to be writ- 
ten, there is your brave young general Wolf, that died in 
the ore Quebec, witl alive to the end of the 
world. 

Char. True, Sir Callaghan, the actions of that day will 
be remembered while - Britain or Britiſh gratitude have a 

name. 

Sir A. Wha was it did the buſineſs at Quebec? O 
the Highlanders hore the bell that day. Had you but 
ſeen them with their And rewferraras, how they cut them, 
and flaſh'd them about: they did the buſineſs, and gain't 
immortal fame upon the ſpot. | 

Sir C. Sir Archy, give me your hand: J aſſure you, 

countrymen are brave ſoldiers; and ſo are mine too. 

Char. I think I heard Sir Theodore's coach Rop. 

ENTER SERVANT. 
Serv. Madam, Sir Theodore waits for you, and dinner 
is almoſt ready. 

Mord. Madam, vill you honour me with the tip of your 
wedding finger — Adieu, Sir Callaghan, Sir Archy, 
your ſervan.— Adieu, Sir Callaghan. 

Exeunt Char. and Mord, 

Sir C. A very impudent fellow this Mr. Mordecai | if 
it had nor been for the Lady, I would have been a little 
upon the cavee with him. 


Sir A. Becauſe the raſcal has been let into our company 
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O' Strickeſſes, the O' Cannakans, the O'C 
— am an O'Brallaghan, which is the oldeſt of them 
all. 
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et Bath, he intrudes upon you wherever you go. But 


have you written the letter to the lady ? 
Sir C. Faith I have not! for I thought it would not be 


right to make my addreſſes. to the lady, till I had made 


my affections known, to her guardian; ſo I have indited 
the letter to him, 

Sir A. That's right, that's right; for ſo as ye do but 
write, it matters not to whom.—But where is it? 

Sir C. Hereit is, ; 

Sir A. I warrant it's x bonny epiſtle. 

Sir C. [ Reads.} * Sir, as I have the honour to bear the 


character of a ſoldier, and to call Sir Theodore Goodchild 


uncle, I do not think it would be conſiſtent for a man of 
honour to behave like a fcoundrel.” 
Sir A. That's an excellent remark, an excellent remark, 
and vera new ! 
Sir C. [ Reads.] © Therefore I thought proper before I 


- proceeded any further, (for I have done nothing as yet) 


to open my mind to you before I gain the affections of the 
lady.“ You ſee, Sir Archy, 'I was-for carrying on my 
approaches like a ſoldier a la malitaire, as we ſay abroad. 


Reads.) © You are ſenſible my family is as old as any 


in the three kingdoms, and older too ; I ſhall therefore 
come to the point at once.“ You fee I have given him a 
little rub by way of a hint about our family, becauſe Sir 
Theodore is a bit of a relation by the mother ſide only, 
which is a little upſtart family that came in with one 


Strongbow t'other day, not above fix or feven hundred 


years ago : now my father's family are related to the 
hans, and 1 


Sir A. Yes, Sir, I believe ye're a vera ancient family; 
but ye're ont in ae point. 

Str C. What's that, Sir Archy ? 

Sir A. Why, Sir, whare ye ſaid, ye was as auld as ony 


family in the three kingdoms. 


Sir C. Why then I ſaid no more than is true, Sir Archy. 
Str A. Hoot awa' man, ye dinna conſider the families 
© the north— Ve of Hibernia are as low as the buſhy 


bramble, and tuik refuge frae a' corners in that wild ſpat 
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whare ye live, penn'd in like a ſet o* outcaſts, and as ſuck 
you remain until this hour. b 

Sir C. I beg your pardon Sir Archy—that's the Scots 
account, which never ſpeaks truth, becauſe it is partial 
but the Iriſh account, which muſt be true, becauſe it was 
written by one of my on family, ſays, the Scots are all 
Iriſhmen's baſtards. | 

Sir A. Baſtards! what, do you make us illegitimate— 
illegitimate, Sir ? 

Sir C. Why little Terence Flaherty O'Brailaghau was 
the man who went over from Carricktergus, and peopled 
all Scotland with his own hands. |; 

Sir A. Sir 5 though your ignorance and vani- 
ty would mak raviſhers of your anceſtors, and harlots and 
Sabines of our mothers, yet ye ſhall find in me 

Sir C. Hark ye, Sir Archy, what was that you ſaid juſt 
now about ignorance and vanity ? | 

Sir A. I denounce you baith ignorant and vain, and 
mak your maiſt'o't. | 

Sir C. Faith! I can make nothing at all of it, becauſe 
they are not words that a gentleman is uſed to; therefore 
you muſt unſay them again. a 

Sir A. How Sir, eat my words! a North Briton eat his 
words! 

Sir C. By my ſoul you muſt, and that immediately. 

Sir A. You ſhall eat a piece of my weapon firſt, Sir. 

; ot [ Draws, 

Sir C. Put up for ſhame, Sir. Archy : conſider drawing 
a ſword is a very ſerious piece of buſineſs, and ſhould be 
done in private. 

Sir A. Defend yourſelf——PFor by the ſacred croſs of 
St. Andrew, I'Il have ſatisfaction for making us illegiti- 
mate. 

Sir C. Now by the croſs of St. Patrick, you are a very 
fooliſh man; but, if you have a mind for a little of that 
game, come away to the right ſpot. _ 

Sir A. No equivocation, Sir, dinna think you have got 
ten Beau Mordecai to cope with. | 

Sir C. Come on then, for the honour of the ſword, 
Oh! you are as welcome as the flowers in May. 


[They fight-3 


LY 
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ENTER CHARLOTTE, - 

Char. For heaven's ſake, what's the matter ? what is 
all this about ? | 

Sir C. It is aboutSir Archy's great grandmother, Ma- 
dam. 

Char. Sir Archy's | ang grandmother ! 

Sir A. Madam, he has caſt an affront upon a hale na- 
tion, and I canna thole it, | 

Sir C. I am ſure if I did, it was more than I intended. 
It was only to prove the antiquity of my family. 

Char. Pray, let me ake peace between you. 

Sir A. Sir as ye ſay ye didna intend the, affront, I am 
ſatisfied. ; 

Sir C. Sir Archy, there are two things. T am alwa 
afraid of; the one is of being affronted myſelf, and 
other of affronting any man; 

Char: A very generous diſpoſition, Sir Callaghan—but 
I hope this affair is over. 

Sir A, I am ſatisfied, Madam; but let me tell you, Sir 
Callaghan, as à friend, man, you ſhould never enter into 
diſ utes about hiſtory, literature, or antiquity of families, 
for you have got ſuch a curſed wicked jargon upon your 
tongue | 

$- ©. Oh, I beg your pardon, Sir Archy, tis you 
have got ſuch a damn'd twiſt. of Scots brogue, that you 
don't underſtand good Engliſh when I | it. 

Sir A. Vera weel, vera weel - But you are out again; 
for every body kens that I ſpeak the South country dialect 
ſae weel, that wherever [ gang I am always taken for an 
Engliſhman—but we'll appeal to the lady which o' us twa 
has the brogue. | 

Sir C. With all my heart. — Pray Madam, have I the 
brogue. | by 
Char. No, Sir. 

Sir C. I am ſure I never could perceive it. FD 

Char. Neither have you a brogue, you both ſpeak very 
Engliſh—But come, gentlemen, dinner waits. 

Sir C. We'll follow you, Madam. 

Char, Pray don't be hos. © [Exit Char. 

Sir A. Weel now, dinna gi'e o'er the deſign of the 


er, 
Str C, Sir Archy, never _ me, for as the old ſong goes, 
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S Vou never did hear 
N Of an Iriſhman's Fear, 

In love or in battle, 
In love or in battle. 
We're always on duty, 
And ready for 
Though cannons do n 
Though cannons do rattle. 


By day and by night 

We love and we fight; 
We're honour's defenders 2 
We're honour's defenders ; 
The foe and the fair, 

We always take care 


To make them ſu er, 
To make them — 
— —— — 


ACT Il. © Job 


[Exennt, 


ExTpx Sis Atcuy MACSARCASM and CRARLOTTY, Mi pro 


SIR ARCHY. fix fl 

AUNS, Madam, intill vs for a few minutes; Bun 
you will crack your ſides with laughing We ha'e it is 
tton anither fuil come to divert us — which W by i 


think the higheſt fuil that the age has produ telli 
Char. Who is it you mean, Sir —_— hou 
Sir A. Squire Groom, — my fg neſt you ever be- one, 
Held ; in little boots half up 1 a eap, his jockey C 
dreſs, and a' his . us, juft as he rode his _— nar 


yeſterday at x Antiquity in a' its records of Greek 0 
and Roman folly never uced a ſenator viſiting his W taſt 


miſtreſs in ſo complete a fool's rod 
Char. This is new ſtroke of humour. 1 Buc 
ENTER MORDECA1. the 

Mord. Ha! ha! I ſhall burſt F have left the Trium Lon 
and Squire Groom at a challenge. all 
Char. 1 hope not. | ( 
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Sir A. Ha! ha! that is guid, that is guid: I thought 
it would come to action, 11 la! Gn leur j—e fall 
t, 0 Madam, the ailing nved 5 
Mord. the challen not terri 11 
tis only half pints of claret to 2 neben 
Char. Lord) Mr. Mordecai, ho can _ ſtartle one ſo ? 
Sir A. I am very ſorry for that: guid tfoth ! I was in 
opes they had a mind to ſhow their-prowefs before the 
lady their miſtreſs, or that we ſhould ha'e a little Iriſh or 
Newmarket bluid ſpilt. But what was the cauſe of the 
challenge, Mordecat ? | 


Mord. 7, theit pe for this lady—till the dif- 
5 riſing high, they determined to decide it in a caſcade 
claret 


Char. Oh, I'm afraid they kill themſelves | 

Sir A. Never fear, Madam, noughi's never in danger. 

Mord. Look, Took, the champion comes. 5 

EN TEN SQuiIKE GROOM. | 

Groom. Hoicks, hoicks !—hark forward my little prin- 
ceſs ! forward, forward! hoicks—heaugh. Madam, I beg 
a million of pardons for not being with you at dinner 
it was not my fault, pon honour—1 fat up all night, an 
propoſed to ſet out betimes ; but about eleven o'clock laft 
Hake, at York—we were all damn'd p»lly, and toſs d off 
fix flaſks of bargandya-piece. But that booby, Sir R 
Bumper, borrowed my ſtop watch to ſet his by it—Here 
it is, look at it, Madam, it corrects the fun; they alt go 
dy it, Madam, at Newmarket; and fo, Madam, as I was 
telling you the drunken bloc khead pur mine back two 
hours o ſe to deceive me, otherwiſe it was fifty to 
Gat, I cord have beok here to a ſecond. 5 5 

Char. Pray, Sir, what is che meaning of this extraordi. 


dreſe?ꝰ N 

1 — Not a in England could have one more 
taſty, the true turf taſte = Yo muſt know, Madam, I 
rode my match in this very dreſs yeſterday, and Jack 
Buck, Roger Bum er, Frank Fudge, and a few more of 
them, laid me a hundred each, that I would not ride to 
London, and viſit you in it, ha! ha! but Pve taken them 
all in damme; ha! ha! ha'nt I, Madam? 

Char. Pray, what time do you take to ride from York 
London ? 1 

2 
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Groom. Ha! time, Madam—why, bar a neck, a leg or W »s 
an arm, ſixteen hours, ſeven minutes, and thirty-two ſe. an 
conds, ſometimes three or four ſeconds under, that is, to with 


the Stones end, not to my oven houſe. but 
Sir A. No, no, not to your ain houſe, that would be too get 
much. 4 9 coui 


Groom. No, no, only to the Stones end; but then I thoc 

have my own hacks, that are all ſteel to the bottom that 

: all blood ſtickers and lappers every inch of them, my tle « 
dear, that will come through if they have but one leg out Mo! 


of the four. I never keep any thing Madam, that is not, $ 
bottom— Game, game, to the laſt ! game, ay, ay! you'll G 
find every thing that belongs to me game ! law 
Sir A. Well ſaid, Squire Groom! yes, yes, he is game, he | 
to the bottom, he is game, Madam—There, walk about othe 
man, and ſhew us your ſhapes ; what a fine figure, and has 'C 
fae guid an underſtanding, that it is a pity he ever ſhould tion 
do any thing but ride horſe-races—W hat a fuil ! don't you 0 
think he's a curſed idiot? [ Afide to Mord, wel 
Mord. Well enough for a country ſquire. | lay 
Groom. Well, Madam, which of us muſt be the happy If. 
man ? you know I love you, Madam — you know I do: —1 
may I never croſs Joſtle if I don't. -Fui 
Char. Oh, Sir, I ſee your paſſion in your eyes. thi 
Sir A. Weel, but Squire, you ha' gi'en us no account nol 
how your match went. des 
Char. What was your match, Sir? | lap 


Groom. Our ſubſcription and our ſweepſtakes. There ag: 
are ſeven of us, Madam, Jack Buck, Lord Brainleſs, Bob hin 
Rattle Lou know Bob, Madam ? Bob's a damn d honeſt tar 
Fellow Sir Harry Idle, Dick Riot, dir Roger Bumper, up 
and myſelf. We put in five hundred pounds a- piece, all M 


to ride ourſelves, and to carry my weight—all to carry my ler 
weight: the odds at ſtarting were ſeven to four againſt me at 


the field round; and the field, ten, fifteen, and twenty to ha 
one; for you muſt know, Madam, they thought they had 5 
me at a dead wind; for the thing I was to ride was let 
down in the back finews, ha! ha! do you mind me, let a J 
down in his exerciſe ! + 

Sir A. Ah! that was unlucky.  _ 1 

Groom. Damn'4 unlucky ! but that my groom had him 
gired, and he ſtood found; was in fine condition, ſleck a 


* 
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as your ladyſhip* ſkin : we ſtarted off ſcore, by Jupiter, 
— for the half mile you might have covered us all 
with your under petticoat. I ſaw Þ had them in hand, 
but your friend Bob, Madam, ha ! ha! I ſhall never for- 
get it; poor Bob's gelding took the reſt, flew out of the 
courſe, and run over two attornies, a quack doctor, a me- 
thodiſt parſon, an exciſernan, and a little beau, Madam, 
that you uſed to laugh at ſo immoderately at Bath a lit- 
tle dirty thing with a chocolate .coloured phiz, juſt like 
rin. 


Sir A. There he had the little Girgaſite upon the hip. 

Groom. The people were in hopes he- had killed the 
lawyers, and were damnably diſappointed when they found 
he had only broke the leg o' the one, and the back of the 
other. | | 
(bar. Well, Sir, pray inform us who won the ſubſcrip- 
tion. | | 

"Groom. It lay between me and Dick Riot, Madam ; we 
were neck and heels for three miles, as hard as we could 
lay leg to ground, and running every inch, but atthe firſt 
I felt for him, I — ay 1 my bottom 
— pulled u ended to dig; but Fudge — Frank 
F — — to Tom Ticklepurſe to lay it on 
thick: 1 had the whip hand all the way —lay with my 
noſe in the neck under the wind thus, ſnug - ſnug, my 
dear had him quite in hand—while Riot was digging and 
Japping right and left, but it would not do, my dear, 
againſt foot and bottom and head. I let go, darted b 
him like an arrow ſo within a hundred yards of che diſ- 
tance poſt poor Dick was blown to deſtruction, knocked 
up as {tiff as a turnpike, and I left to canter in by myſelf, 
Madam, — ſo I twitch'd them all round, grip'd the gamb- 
lers, and broke the blacklegs——for I took all the odds 
at ſtarting, iplit me! ha! was'nt I right, old Shadrach? 
ha ! took all-the odds, took all the odds, old dirt colour. 
3 | [To Mord, 

Sir A. Ha ! ha! well, 'tis wonderful to think at what 
a pitch of excellency our nobility are arriv'd in the art 


9 2 I believe we excel a the nobility of Europe 
in t 


at ſcience, eſpecially in jockeyſhip. ; 
Groom. Sir Archy, I'll tell you what I'll do— I'll ftart 
a horſe, fight a man, hunt a pack of hounds, ride a 
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match or fox chace, ' drive a ſet of horſes, or hold 2 tat 
with any nobleman in the kingdom, far à thouſand each, 
and I ſay done firſt, damme. 

Sir 4. Ha! ha! the ſquire 8 the keenaſt ſportſman in 
a' Eurape, Madam. I is ing comes amiſs to 
him, Madam — he is a perfect Nimrod, he hunts a” thi 
frac the flea in the blanket to the elephant in the foreſt my e 
he is a perfect Nimrod are not you, Squire? 

- Gram. Ves—Lam a Nimrad at all, at any — Why Cl 


J ran a ſnail with his grace the other day for five ped 
unds—there was nothing in it—won it hallaw, quite $1 
low l-—half a horn's length. WE | and 
Sir A. Half a horn's length ++—-ak, that was hollow mea 
Groom. Was it not hollow !! $ 
Sir A. O, deviliſh hollow indeed, Squire Groom of t 
But where is Sir Theodore a' this time? 0 


Greom. Oh! he is with Sir Callaghan, joking him par 
— drinking bumpers. with me, and his paſſion for you, of 
adam. 0 
Sir A. Vou maun ken, e this lady and 1 have tur 
laid a ſceme to ha'e a little ſport wi' Sir Callaghan: if yo! 
ye will a' ſtep bebin' the ſcreen, I'll gang and fetch him, - 
and you ſhall hear him mak love as fierce as Alexander, 
or any hero in tragedy. | 
Gruom. Sir Archy, * I'll be as ſilent as a hound at fault. 
Sir 4. Then, Madam, do you retire and come in till 
him as if ye came for the, purpoſe—L'U - fetch him in an 


' inſtant, | 
Char, I will be ready, Sir Archy. — [Exit Char, 
Sir A. Get you behin', gentlemen, get you behin'. A 
[ Exit Sir A. % 


Groom. Ay, ay, we'llſquat=— never fear, Sir Archy— 
an Iriſhman make love — I ſhall be glad to hear what 
an Iriſhman can ſay when he makes love What do 
you think he'll ſay, little Shadrach ? Do you think he'll 
make love in Irin „ | 
Marat Huſh, huſh, ſquire ! they are come. [ They retire. 
ENTER SIR ARCHY and Sis CALLACHAÄ Nx. 
Sir A. Speak bauldly, man, ye ken the auld proyerk 
aint dear. ; 


Sir C. Oh, that's true {-—aover unn fair But you 
W 0 
Sir A. Oh, 22 man, ſtick to that. She will 
be with you in g, Iwifh ou id ſucceſs. ¶ Exit. 
Sir C. I will follow my friend $1 — ted 
attack the dear creature with vigour at once, Upon 
my conſcience, ſhe's here in the midſt of my ſoliloquy. 
p 8 — 

Char. Sir Callaghan, yours our pardon, I ex · 
pected to find the other gentlemen — 

Sir C. Dear lady, your par don you eafily command ; 
and as I am at war wah the force of your charms, and 
mean to attack you inſtantly, will beg a truce before I 
come to actron. 

Sir A. He begins vera weel—be has get in eil the heart 
of the battle already. 

Char. But I am told, Sir Callaghan, you dedicate ſome 
Lee your time to the Muſes, may I enereat the favour 
A 
85 © Madam, T own I have been. guiky of tor-. 
turing-one of the Muſes in the ſhape of a fong, and I hops 

you'll excuſe my putting your name to it. 

Char. Upon condition chat you will let me hear it. 

$i» C. Oh! — DT als me, its 4 very 
Foolifh ſon mere bagatelle. 

_ Char. Or Sir Callaghan, I will admit of no excufe, 

Sir C. Well, Madam, ſince yon defire it you ſhall have 
it, were h tex times worſe—tol de rol, lol--I don't know 
when I ſhall come at the right fide of my voice, tol rol. 

Sir A. Hal ha! now for it—youw ſhall hear ſick a ſang 
us has, na been penn'd fin” the days they frſt elipr the 


. o the wild Irith. 


Char. Dear Sir, I am quite impatient. 
* Sir C. Now Madam, Fit tell vou beforehand, you muſt 
not expect fine ſin ing from me as you hear at the — 
becauſe we Iriſhmen are not cut fer it like the Italian. 


LSings.] 
Let other men ſing of their goddeſſes bright, 


Who darken the day and. enlighten the night ; 
I fing of a woman of ſuch fieſh and blood, 


One torch of her fingers would do ydur heart good. 
L 4 
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Ten times in a day to her chamber I come, . 
Io tell her my paſſion, but can't I'm ſtruck dumb: 
For Cupid he ſeizes my ſoul with ſurpriſe ; 
And my tongue falls aſleep at the fight of her eyes. 


: Her little dog Pompey's my rival I ſee, 

+ She kiſſes and hugs him but frowns upon me; 
Then pray, my dear Charlotte debaſe not your charms, 
But inſtead of your lap dog take me to your arms. 


Sir A. Come now the ſang's o'er, let us ſteal awa'. 

. Groom. He's a damn'd droll fellow: inſtead of your 
lap dog, and take me to your arms, ha! ha! ha! 

Sir A, Huſh, ſaftly; — let him hear us ſteal aff— 
he's an excellent droll fellow as guid as a farce or a co- 
medy—a deeviliſh com cal cheel ! | 

p [ Exeunt Sir Archy, Mord. and Groom. 
. Char. But Sir Callaghan, I fear no lady can boaſt of al- 
lurements ſufficient to make yuu quit the army. 

Sir C. Why, Madam, when in my very early years, my 
good king was my friend in diftreſs, and now he's at war, 
— wants my aſſiſtance, I ſhould be a poltroon to leave 

Char. Why then, Sir. Callaghan, your ſervant, war is 
your miſtreſs, and to her charms I reſign you. [Exit Char. 

Sir C. Upon my conſciencel feel very fooliſn Oh, but 
J will make a general attack. give the coup de main, raiſe 
the ſicge, ſet of for Germany to morrow morning.—-tell 

' ber my paſſion, and take my leave without ſaying a word. 


[ Exit, © 


ENTER SIR ARCHY and MoRDECAI. 
Mord.. Why, Sir Archy, from what I can at preſent 
ceive, by the dejected looks of Sir Theodore, the lady 
rſelf, and in ſhort the behaviour of the whole family, 
— ſomething wrong in their affairs has juſt hap- 
ene e 
"I A. Your conjectures are very right, Mr. Mordecai 
—tis a' over with him—he's an undone beggar, and ſae 
is the girl. 
. Mord. Sir, you aſtoniſh me. | 
Sir A. Tis an unexpected buſineſs, but it's a fact, I aſ- 
ſure you, Here he is himſelf, poor devil, how wae he 
looks ! 1 


— 
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ENTER SIX THEODORE and LA WTE. 

Sir T. This unexpected blow from abroad affects me 
indeed: what, my friend to fail me in whom I placed 
ſuch an-implicit faith ! not only to venture my ou, bat 
unfortunately my dear girl's fortune. Her misfortunes 
touch me more than my own; however I will endeavour 
to bear this ſhock as well as I can; collect my ſpirits, and 
break this affair to my poor Charlotte. | 

Ie Erxit Sir Theodore and Lawyer. 

Mord. Fore gad, this is ſurpriſing! Sir Archy, what 
has occaſioned all this ! | | 

Sir A. Faith, . Mordecai, I dinna ken the. particulars ; 
but it ſeems by the words of Sir Theodore himſelf, a rich 
merchant in Holland, his partner, and he the guardian 
over this lady, are both bankrupts ; and as the lawyer 
there without confirms, have failed for above an hundred 
thouſand pounds more than they can anſwer. Py 

Mord. And how does that affect the young Lady? 

Sir A. Why, Sir, the greateſt part of her fortune it 
ſeems was in trade with Sir Theodore — beſides the ſuit in 
- chancery for above forty - thouſand: has been determined 
againſt her this very day, ſo that they are a undone. 

Mord. You ſurpriſe me, Sir Archy, I thought the forty 
thouſand was proved clearly in her favour. _ | 
Sir A. O ye dinna ken the law; the law is a fort of 
hocus pocus, that ſmiles in your face although it pick your 
pocket; and the glorious uncertainty of it is of more uſe 
to the profeſſors than the juſtice of it, Here they come, 
and ſeemingiy in great affliction. 

"ENTER SIR THEODORE and CHARLOTTE. 

Char. My dear guardian and parent, let me call you, 
for indeed ſuch you have ever been, give not yourſelf up to 
grief on my account. | | 
Sir T. It is only on your account that I can be miſera- 
ble, and yet for you there is a beam of hope: I think we 
can with ſafety rely upon the honour and integrity of Sir 
Archibald Macſarcaim, who will marry and ſnatch you 
from all misfortunes. i faſt; 

Sir A. Gin yerely upon me, ye rely upon. a broken 
ye may as nll vidy — Phlloſopher's ftane. What! 
would you marry me to make me a mender of hroken citi- 


zens fortunes ; but -I'll ſpeak to them and end the di- 


— . .  —  ——  — — —˙ V 
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Pute at anes. I am concern'd to ſee you in this diſt. 
der, Sir Theodore. | 
Char. Oh | Sir Arehy, if all the vows you ever profef. 
Ted, and fo laviſhly beſtow'd, were real, I am ſure this 
; of fortune will make no alteration in your ſenti- 
ments of honour. No let the truth be ſeen. | 
Sir A. Madam, I am forry te be the meſſenger o' ill 
news, but a' our connection is at ay end. Our houſe has 
heard o my connections wi* you, and I have had letters 
frae fix dukes, five marquilles, foar earle, three barons, 
and — — o the family, remonſtrating, nay 
_—_— — diting my contaminating the bluid of the 
Mac: wi” any thing ſprung frac a hogſhead or a 
compting houſe. I aſſure you, Madam, my paffion for 
Jou 18 very ſtrong, but I canna bring diſgrace upon an ho- 
nourable family. 
Cbar. There is no truth, no virtue in man. 
Str A. Guid troth, nor m woman neither that has nae 
* Here is Mordecai, a wandering vane a vaga · 
bond Hebrew, that's = cafuahty, ſprung frac annui- 
ties, bulls, bears, and . tickets, and can ha'e nav 
family obje&ions—he is paſhonate}y fond o you, and til 
_ offspring of Aecident and Mammon 1 my inte- 
eſt in ye. | | 
Mord. I on, Sir Arehy, I beg your par- 
don, ER Meek ane I have not thoroughly eonfider'd, 
and I muſt take ſome time before I can determine upon 
ſo inextricable a ſubject: and I affure you, Madam, my 
-affairs at preſent are a not in a matrimonial poſture. 
Char: 1 deſpiſe both them: and 
ENTER SQUIRE GROOM. 
 *Groom. Hoieks, hilli-ho, he !—why what's the matter 
Here! what, are we all at fault? Is ihis true, Sir Theo- 
dore? zounds, I hear that you and the fily beth run o 
wrong ſide the poſt. | 
Sir T. _ this is no time to joke and trifle, or to 
to diſguiſe our-feelings on fo ſerious and affecting a 
ſtroke. However, Sir, this is a charming girl, whoſe vir- 
tues deſerve a noble fortune, but the lols of it will ſurely 
make no ahatement in your affeRions. 
Groom. Harkye, Sir Theodore, I always make a match 


agreeable to the ſpeed cr age of my cattle, or the weight 
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"— can carry. When I offer d to mateh her, give and 
take, the filly was neither piper nor blinker eheſt bound 
nor ſpavin d; but I hear now her wind's touch'd; if fo I 
would not back her for a ſhilling. ll take her into my 
ſtead if you will ſhe has a fine forehead-—ſhe moves her 
patterns well, gets on a pace, a deal of faſhion and 
ſome blood, and will do well enough to breed out af; but 
I won t keep her in training tho*, for ſhe can't carry weight 
enough to come thro trimomy, Sir, is a curfed long 
courle, deviliſh heavy and ſharp turnings; it won't do 
-the _ come thro'—no, , the can't —_— 
Sir A. I think, ſquire, ye judge right in my thoughts 
—the beſt thing the lady 2 de is to-ſnap at the Irifh- 
man. | 
Mord. Well obſerv'd, Sir Archy. | 
Groom, AY, ay, Sir Archy has an excellent-nefe, and 
hits off a fault as well as any hound I ever follow d. 
Sir A. He's fic a luiver as a lady in her-circumſtances 
could wiſh. | K 3 
Char. Thou wretch, whoſe ſentiments of honour are 
ſtill more deſpicable than your ſentiments of love! tho 1 
am to fortune loſt, my mind ſhall never be guilty of prin- 
ciples of baſeneſs. | | 
Mord. Huſh, huſh ! he's here. | | 
f | _ ENTBR SIR CALLAGHAN, 
0 Sir A. What, my guid friend Sir Callaghan, I kiſs your 
' hand. I ha'e been ſpeaking to the lady in your behalf wi” 
q a the eloquence I ha'—ſhe is enamour'd of your perſon, 
and ye are juſt come in the nick o' time to receive her 
heart and hand. | 
Sir C. Pon my conſcience, Sir Archy, I ſhould be proud- 
er to receive that lady's hand than a general's ſtaff, or the 
. greateſt honour the army could beſtow upon me. 
; Sir A. Twould be a devilith lucky match for her 
the fallow has a guid fortune, is a great blockhead, and 
loves her vehemently—three excellent qualities! come, 
come, Madam, true love is impatient and deſpiſes cere- 
mony—gi'e him your hand at anes. ; 
Char. No, Sir, I cannot impoſe myſelf upon Sir Callag- 
han as unworthy of his eſteem, and deſtitutè of friends and 
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fortune. 


Ji. What means all this? 


J 
a 
| 
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Sir T. Why, nephew, this lady here, my unfortunate 
ward, this morning was poſſeſſed of a legacy, as we 
thought, St to make happy the firſt of families, but be 
my ill conduct and want of care, her fortune, which I had 
ventured in trade, is loſt abroad, and the law ſuit loſt at 
home. Therefore her virtue, not fortune, muſt now be 
the object of your affection. 

Sir C. I aſſure you, Sir Theodore, I rejoice at her di- 
ſtreſs—for when ſhe was rich I approached her with fear 
and trembling, becauſe I was not her equal: but now ſhe 
is poor, and has nobody to defend her, I feel ſomet ing 
warm about. my heart, that tells me I love her better than 
when I thought ſhe was rich; and if my life and fortune 
will be of any ſervice to her, ſhe ſhall command them for 
ever and ever. ; 1 4 2 
bar. Generous man | 

Sir T. And will you take her for life! 

Sir C. Ay l and for death too, which is a great deal 
longer than. life you know. vo 
Sir T. Then take her, Sir, and with her an ample for- 
tune—My banki uptcy was entirely feign'd—it was only 
to try the ſincerity of theſe gentlemen who call them- 
ſelves lovers. 

Mord. How's this? 

Groom. A helliſn croſs flung upon us by heavens—diſ- 
tanc'd"to damnation. 3 
Sir A. Gently, gently, whiſht—he's only taking him 
in—the bubble's bit. 

Sir T. Why do you now pauſe, dear nephew ? It was 
only a ſcheme to try the mean, the mercenary, 1lliberal 
arts of thoſe who are a diſgrace to mankind, their country, 
and themſelves. 

Sir C. Why this is ſomething like what thoſe little 
jackanapes about town call humbugging aman. Firſt, 
ſhe has no fortune, and then ſhe has a fortune, and then 
ſhe has no fortune again. 


Sir T. What I now tell you is a ſacred truth. Take 


her, Sir, and with her an heart worthy your acceptance; 

take her as a reward for your diſintereſted affection. 

Stir C. Take her !——the devil take me if I don't. 

_ And I yield to your propoſal with unfeign'd plea» 
re, a p 
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Sir C. By the glory of a ſoldier, I had rather be at her 
foot than at the head of a regiment—and now ſhe's mine 
by all the rules of war, I have a right to lay her under 
contribution, for her kiſſes are 2 plunder. ¶ Kiſſes 
ber.] O ye are a little tight creature! pon honour, her 
breath is as ſweet as the ſound of a trumpet. 

Groom. Why the knowing ones are all taken in here 
ſtripp*'d and double diftanc'd. Zounds the filly has run a 
crimp upon us! 

Mord. Damn it, ſhe has jilted us moſt confoundedly. 

Sir 4. By the crols of St. Azdrew I'll be reveng.d—E 
ken a lad of an honourable family, wha underitands the 
ancient claſſics in a' perfection.— He is now compoling a 
comedy, and he ſhall infinuate baith their characters in till it, 

Mord. And I'il write a lampoon, where ihe ſhall have 
an intrigue with a lite-guards-man, a grenadier, and an 
Oper ſinger. | 

Groom. I have a hedge yet. I can't write, but I'll tell 
you what III do—T'l poiſon her parrot, kill her monkey 
and cut off her ſquirrel's tail, dam ne. 

Sir C. Harkye, gentlemen, I hope you'll aſk my leave 
for ail this. If you otter to write any of your nonſenſi- 
ca's or if you touch a hair of the parrot's h- ad, or a fea» 
ther of the monkey's tail, or a hair of any thing belong- 
ing o this lady, I'll-be after making a few remarks upon 
your bodies. Lookye, I have an excellent pen by my fide 
thai is a good critick, and writes a legible hand upon im- 
pertinent authors. 

Si. A. Hoot awa', hoot awa', man, dinna talk in that 
idle manner, Sir. Our (ſwords are as ſharp and as reſpon- 
ſible as the ſwords of ither men; but this is nae time for 
ſick matters; ye ha'e got the lady, and we ha'e got the 
willow, I am only torry for the little Girgaſite, Beau 
Mordecai, for he has beſpoken the nuptial chariot and a” 
his liveries ; and my friend Squire Groom, I fear is quite 
lock'd in wi' the turf ;—and guid troth I am ſorry for the 
lady, for ſhe has loſt being matched into the great houſe 
of the Maſcarcaſms, which 1s the greateſt loſs of a. 

Sir C. This is ſomething like the cataſtrophe of a ſtage 
play, where knaves and fools are diſappointed. , 

Sir T. And an honeſt man — 
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ACT J. 
SCENE 1. A Country Village, 


On the one fide Kathleen's houſe ; on the other, ata greater 
diftance, the houſe of Father Luke, 


© 


ENTER DARBY and DERMOTT, 


Dar. 5 you are.— Kathleen will be here by 
and by. 

Der. O that oe I ſhou'd be ſuch an unfortunate fel- 
low, as to think her a girl. 

Dar. Upon my ſoul now fhe's grown vaſtly uncivil; for 
ſhe turns up her noſe at me. 

Der. I know the one ſhe'll have? 

Dar. Is ſome French Monſieur to take the girl away 
from a couple of tight Irith boys of us? [weeps.] I never 
dream but of poor Kathleen—Oh, oh, oh 

Der. Well, well; but you'll diſturb her with your 
noiſe ; go and bellow farther off. 

Dar. Ahl but Iamafraid of Father Luke: You know 
he threatened when poor Pat us'd to come to his window, 
to court his ward Norah, that he'd put him into the Biſhop's 
court; and therefore, poor Pat, full of grief and vexation, 
went for a ſoldier. 


Der. But you'll diſturb Kathleen; go away, go. 
AIR I.——Dermott. 


Strrr on, ſleep on, my Kathleen dear, 

May peace poſſeſs thy breaſt ; a 
Yet doſt thou dre am thy true love's here, 

Depriv'd of peace and reſt. 

The birds ſing ſweet, the morning breaks, 

Thoſe joys are none to me: 
Tho' ſleep is fled, poor Dermott wakes 

To none but love and thee. 


[ Exit Dermott. 


Dar. Such ſinging wou'd wake an owl out of her ſleep ; 
J'11 try to rouze her. 155 
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AIR H. — Darby. 


Dear Kathleen, you, no doubt, 
Find ſleep. how very ſweet tis; 
Dogs bark, and cocks have crowed out,. 
You never dream. how late tis, 
This morning gay, 
I poſt away, 
To have with you a bit of play; 
1 On two legs ride 
Along, to bid 
Good-morrow to your night cap. 
I. l 
Laſt night a little bowſy, 
With whiſkey, ale, and cyder,. 
IJaſked young Betty Blowzy 
To let me fit beſide her: 
Her anger roſe, 
As ſour as ſloes. 
The little gipſey cock'd her noſe; 
Yet here Ive rid 
Along, to bid 
Good-morrow to your night-cap. 


Kat. Who's that ?—Dermott ! 
Dar. Yes I m——Darby. [ 4/ide.] I knew I ſhou'4 
bring her down: Oh, I'm a fine markſman | 
ENTER KATHLEEN, 
Kat. Darby !—So yo muſt come ſinging at my window; 
but I tell you once for all, I won't have you; as I hope 
for man I won't, 


Dar. That's a good joke—hope for man and uot have 
N | Me. ? 
AIR III.——Kkathlern, 


Since love is the plan, 

I'Il love if I can; 

But firſt let me tell you what ſort of a man: 
In addreſs how complete, 

And in dreſs ſpruce and neat ; 

No matter how tall ſo he's over five feet: 
Not dull nor too witty, 

His eyes I'll think pretty, 

If ſparkling with pleafure whenever we meet. 


[ Kathleen appears at the window. 


9. 


4 
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Tho' gentle he be, 

His man he ſhall ſee; 
Vet never be conquered by any but me. 

In a ſong bear a bob; 

In a glaſs hob or knob; | 

Yet drink of his reaſon his noddle ne er rob. 
This is a fancy, — 

If ſuch a man can ſee. 

I'm his, if he's mine, until then I'm free. 


Dar, Well, and hav'n't I every thing comfortable about 
me ?—a ſnug farm, heifers and ſheep, and a pad to ride 
on Sundays, and a potatoe garden to walk in; only look 
at me; am I not as tight a fellow as- you'd wiſh to clap 
your eyes on, on a ſummer's day ? 

Kat. Don't think of talk ing to me, fellow. Do you 
know that I am an heireſs ? 

Dar. Why, to be ſure, your father, Old Jorum, who 
us'd by keep the ale · houſe, left you well enough, as a body 
may ſay. 

Kat. Left me well enough ! Did not he leave me a great 
ſum of money? a matter of eleven pounds fifteen ſhillings, - 
and a barrel of ale untapp'd. Left me well enough ! Why, 

ou pitiful fellow, do you know who you to? 
Didn't he leave me half-a-dozen china plates; a caſe of 
ſilver-hafted knives: and forks ; a cheſt of drawers; an 
eaſy-chair, and a three-leg'd ftool ?——Left me well 
enough ! And don't you know, that he left me a cow and 
and a calf, and a bald filly to ride on. | 

Da#. Now ſhe's got upon her. bald filly the devil him- 
ſelf can't take her down. [ Afede. 

Kat. Left me well enough! Now, as I am an heireſs, a 
huſband I'll have this night if I can. 


DUE T.—— Kathleen and Darby, 


AIR IV. 


Kath. Out of my fight, or I'll box your ears, 
Darb. I'll fit you ſoon for your jibes and jeers. 
Kath. I'll cock my cap at a ſmart young may. 
Darb, Another Pll wed 2 day if I can. 

2 


* 
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Kath. In courtſhip funny. 
Darb. Once ſweet as honey. 
Kath, You drone 


Darb. No, Kate, I'm your humble bee. 

Kath, Go dance your dogs, with your fiddle de dee, 
For a ſprightly lad is the man for me. 

Betb. Go dance your dogs, &c. 

Darb. You'll ne er meet ſuch a kind ſoul as me. 


II. 


Kath. Like ſweet milk turn'd, now to me ſeems love. 
Darb. The fragrant roſe does a nettle prove. 
Kath. Sour curds I taſte, tho' ſweet cream I choſe. 
Darb. And with a, flower I ſting my noſe, 

| In courtſhip, &c, 


[Exeunt Darby and Kathleen ſeverally, 
ENTER CAPTAIN FiTzZROY. 


Titz. This is the houſe that contains my charming No- 
rah: As her guardian I know is not at home, perhaps I 


may find an opportunity of converſing with the dear ob- 


je&t of my wiſhes. -[ Noiſe of buntſinen and korns behind. 
So the hounds are going out. ell let the timid hare 
be their purſuit My game lies ancther way. 


AIR V. Fitæray. 


The twins of Latona, ſo kind to my boon, 
Ariſe to partake of the chace; | 
And Sol lends a ray to chaſte Dian's fair moon, 
And a ſmile to the ſmiles of her face. 
For the ſport I delight iv, the bright Queen of Love 
With myrtles my brows ſhall adorn, 
While Fan breaks his chaunter, and ſkulks in the grove, 
Exccll'd by the ſourd of the horn. | 
*The dogs are unccupl'd, and ſweet is their cry: 
Vet ſweeter the notes of ſweet Eclo's reply, 
Hark forward, hark forward, the game is in view, 
But love is the game that I wiſh to purſue, 


IT. 


The ſtag ſrom his chamber of wocdbine peeps out, 
is ſentence he hears in the gale; 
Yet flies, till entangled in fear and in doubt, 
His courage and conſtancy fail. 
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Surrounded by foes, he prepares for the fray, 
Deſpair taking place of his fear ; | 
With antlers erected, a while ſtands at bay, | 


Then ſurrenders his life with a tear. 
lee, The dogs are, Sc. 
[ The door opens. ] I'll ſtep aſide and obſerve her a while 
unſeen, [ Exit. 
ENTER NoR AE. 
1 A I R VI.——Norab. 


The meadows look cheerful, the birds ſweetly ſing, 
So gaily they carol the praiſes of ſpri-g; 
Tho' Nature rejoices, poor Norah (hall mourn 


ly, Until her dear Patrick again ſhall return. 
II. ; 
o- Ye laſſes of Dublin, oh hide your gay charms! 
1 Nor lure her dear Patrick from Norah's fond arms. 
b. 'Tho' ſatins and ribbons, and laces are fine, 
d. They hide not a heart with ſuch feelings as mine. 
re 


[ Seeing Fitzroy approacbi 
Oh heavens ! there's the 2 eman — . is al- 
ways teazing me about. I'll avoid him. 
" [Returns into the houſe... 
Fitz. S'death I am diſappointed! Stay my charming 


Norah. 
ENTER BAGATELLE, 
Bag. Monſieur ! Monſieur ! 
Fitz, What do you want? 
e Bag. I come to tell you 
Fitz. What ? 
Bag. Bleſs my ſoul I run fo faſt—I came to tell you 
Jam out of breath—It is all blown. | 
Fitz, What's blown ?—My love affair I ſuppoſe. Aſs 
[ Afide. 
2 De Marſhalle poudre is all blown out of de win- 
Fitz. Then you mult ſend to town for more. 
Bag. Me forgot to tell you Sir, another affair of grand 
conſequence, 
M3 
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Fitz, Well, what is it? 

Bag. De people, Sir, are waiting breakfaſt for you in 
de grand parlour. | 

Fitz, Why did't you tell me ſo at firſt ? [Extt, 
Bag. Begar my maſter is always in ſuch hurries, — 
I met Father Luke in de village; and now T'll go and vi- 
fit Mademoiſelle Norah. Ah! I do love Miſs Norah. 
II vil ſpeak to Father Luke, and get her for my wife, 
Ah, ma chere Norah! She thall be my wife! 


AIR VII.——Bagatele. 
[Written ty CHARLEs MURRAY of the Norwich Theatre. J 
Tune——NMarſhall Sa xk's Minuet, 


„ Ah! me chere 
My pretty dear, 

Ma charmante Miſs Norah. 
Oh! I'll ſigh and preſs har; 
J vil ever bleſs her, 

Cudde! and careſs her, 

Till ſhe cry encora. 
Spite of de fate, 
She is my mate, 

Nous danfircns togedre : 
Ve can never tire; 
Frenchmen is all fire ! 

Oh Bagatclle's ſo clever! 
Now le beau monde vil ſtare, 
Peur voir de happy pair; 

Promenez, 
Si negligee, 
-Like de little turtle dove, 

Always billing, cooing, 
Like two puſſeys mewing, 
Purring ont dere tale of love. 

Oh dear me, 
How ver pretty, 

Ven ve come togedre ; 

All de night and day, Sir, 
Vi vil kiſs and play Sir, 
Oh Bagatelle's ſo clever! 
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Vat grand bliſs 

Io toy and kiſs, 

Vid my dear Miſs Norah; 
Oh ! She be ſo pretry, 
And ſo very vitty; 
It vow'd be much pitty, 

- Not to cry encora. 

Oh ! mon Dieu, 
Oh! acre blieu, 

Nous baiſſerons for ever; 
Love can never tire, 
Nought can quench his fire, 
Oh Bagatelle's ſo clever 

Ven ve go to play, 

Habillez ſo fine and gay; 

Si bien jantee, 

Oh tout a fait; 

In our air no embarraſs, 
Like de grand nobleſſe, 
Ve (all be careſſe 
It vil make grand coup d'eclat. 

How I viſh, | 
Vid pretty Miſs, 

To tie de knot for ever ; 

I fall live in clover, 
Ven it all is over ; 
Oh Bagatelle's ſo clever! 


[ Exit Bagatelle. 
Scene thanges to another part of the Village. 
ENTER PATRICK. 


Pat. Once more I'm return'd to my native village after 
two long years abſence ! up to the heart in love, and not 
a ſixpence in my pocket. 4 

Dar. [ Sings without.] Good morning to your night- 
cap. 

pat. Oh! there's my old acquaintance Darby, as merry 
and as ſilly as ever. | | 

ENTER DARBY, 

Dar. What! Pat, return'd ? Zounds, I am glad to ſee 

you !—How are you my old friend? 
7 M 
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Pat. I thank you, I am bravely.— How fare all our; 
old friends? | 

_ Purely.— Except a cow of mine that died laſt: 
week. 

Pat. How does my dear Norah ? ded 

Dar. She's very well: But, Pat, how came you to liſt 
for a ſoldier ? 

Pat. When her guardian would not give his conſent to 
our marriage, and I cou'd-not have her without his appro- 
bat ion, I liſted for a ſoldier. 

Dar. Well, and how do you like it? 

ay Like it !—A. ſoldier's life is the fineſt life in the 
world, | 


AIR VIIL—Patrick. 


How happy the ſoldier who lives on his pay, 

And ſpends half a-crown out of ſixpence a day: 

Yet fears ncither juſtices, warrants, or bums, 

But pays all his debts with the roll of his drums, 
With a row-de-dow, Sc. 


IT. 


He cares not a marvedy how the world goes, 
His King finds him quarters, and money, and clothes. 
He laughs at all ſorrow, whegever it comes, 
And rattles away with the roll of the drums, 
With a row-de-dow, Sc. 


III. 


The drum is his glory, his joy, and delight, 
It leads him to pleafure, as well as to fight: 
No girl when ſhe hears it, though ever ſo glum, 
But packs up her tatters, and follows the drum. 
| With a row-de-dow, c. 


[ This ſong not written by Mr. O*Keefe.] 
Dar. O ! I find you'll take Norah away with your row- 
de-dow !—A ſoldier is a happy fellow. 
Pat. Will you be a ſoldier, come with me and I'll in- 
troduce you to the ſergeant. 4 
Dar. T'cod with all my heart : I think regimentals 
wou'd become me mightily : Let me try if your hat fits 
me. [ Puts en Patrick's bat, and ſiruts about, till he by 
chance ſees a ſcar on Patrick's forehead. } What's that? 1 
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Put. What? 0 | 
Dar. That cut on forehead !' 


Pat. Only a wound I got in battle, in attempting to 
reſcue an o cer: I was left for. dead on the field; theres 


glory for you. 
Dar. So they left you bleeding in your glory.— ere, 
take your hat: I den't thiuk regimentals wou'd become 


me at all. [ Gives the bat back. 
Pat. What's the matter? Vou are frighten'd, are 


ou? 
4 Dar. O no; frightened !- no to be ſure, but I think it. 
looks ſo conceited for a man to wear a black patch. 
Good bye to you. 

Pat. Come, this is way to my ſergeant. . 

Dar. Your ſergeant ! tis my ſergeant I want, and he's 
this way. No, no, Maſter Pat, you than't catch me 
bleeding in my glory with a row-de-dow, Cc. Your ſer- 
vant, Pat. Exit. 


Pat. Now for my charming Norah, and then for a 


pitcher of friendſhip with my old acquaintance, 
AIR IX.——Patrick.. 
The wealthy fool with gold in ſtore, 
Will ſtill defire to grow richer ? 
Give me but health, I aſk no more, 
My little girl, my friend and pitchers. 
My tnend ſo rare, 
My girl ſo fair; } 
With ſuch, what mortal can be richer ;. 
Give me but theſe, a fig for care, 
With my ſweet girl, my friend, and pitcher, 


II. 


Tho' Fortune ever ſhuns my door, ? 
I know not what can thus bewitch her; 
With all my heart — Can I be poor, 
With my ſweet girl; my triend and pitcher. 
My friend ſo rare, &c. [Exit Pats 


Scene changes to the infide of FATHER LUKE's houſe. 
BacaTELLE diſcovered ſpeaking thro" the key hole of 
Norah's door. f 


=. Mi nds, open the door, if you 
| 


— ̃ ,, e——_———_——__— 
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Nor. Begone about your buſineſs. [From within, 
Pat. [without.) Where is my charming girl? 

Bag. O begar, here be ſome bodycoming !—What ſhall 

I do ? Begar I vil hide myſelf in this cloſet ! 
| [ Goes into a cloſet, 
ENTER PATRICK. 

Pat. Where is my ſweet girl, my Norah? | 

Nor. {within.] Begone about your buſineſs : I deſire 
vou will leave the houſe directly. 

Pat. What's this I hear ! I know that voice: a pretty 
compliment after two years abſence. 

or. Is it yon, my deareſt Pat 

Pat. Sweet Norah, you was ever dear to me ! 

Nor. If I was ever dear toyou, how cou'd you leave me 
then—but judge of me by theſe tears ! 

Pat. My charming girl! what tears are theſe ? 

Nor. They are tears of joy at your return! 

Bag. [peeping.] Vat vil become of poor Bagatelle? 

Pat. 1 think I hear a noiſe. 

Nor. If it ſhou'd be my uncle, what will become of me; 
for he's more averſe than ever to our union. 

Pat. I'll ſlip into this cloſet. 

[Goes into a cloſet, and pulls Bagatelle out. 

Pag. How do you do, Sir !—Me hope you be very 
well. 

Pat. [To Nor.) Are theſe your ſighs for my abſence ? 
your tears of joy at my return? to be locked up with a 
raſcaliy hairdrefler ! 

Bag. Raſcal hairdreſſer! vat you mean? I am French 
gentlemans ;—You ſhall give me ſatisfaction ;—pyou ſhall 
meet me. 

Pat. What, with your curling- irons away with you 
er I'll beat you while I can hold a ſplinter of ſhelela, 

Bag. Shelela, what you call ſhelela ? 

22 Begone ? or do you chuſe to walk out of the win- 
? 

Bag. Sir, to oblige you, I cou'd walk out of de window; 

but I had much rather go down ſtairs. [ Exit. 

Pat. Ah! my dear Norah! could I think you wou'd 
deceive me! | 

Nor. And can you think me falſe ? 

Pat. Can I think otherwiſe !—-But you have given ane 
back my heart 
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Pat. A roſe- tree full in bearing, 
Had ſweet flowers fair to ſee.; 
One roſe beyond comparing, 
For beauty attracted me. 
Tho“ eager then to win it, 
Lovely, blooming, freſh and gay, 
I find a canker in it, 
And now throw. it far away. 


Nor. How fine this morning early, 
All ſunſhiny, clear, and bright ! 
So late I lov'd you dearly, 
Tho” loſt. now each. fond delight. : 
The clouds ſeem big with ſhowers, 
Sunny beams no more are ſeen ; 
Farewel, ye fleeting hours, 
Your falſehood has chang'd the ſcene; 


a Duct, How fine, Se. 
END or ACT FIRST. 


er. 
SCENE, A Wood. 
ENTER DARBY and BAGATELLE. 


Bog. ONSIEUR Darby! Monſieur Darby 
Dar. I believe that's Monſieur Bag and Tail. 

Bag I'm glad I find you Darby. I was hunt you all 
over de village and cou'd not find you. 

Dar. That's becauſe I am ſo wrapt up in love. 

Bag. You muſt know, I am going to kill Pat the ſol- 
dier, and you muſt be my friend. | 
4 Darb. Hadn't you better kill Nermott, then I'll be your 

end, 

Bag. O but Pat the ſoldier has affront me you ſhall 
the my ſecond. 
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Dar. Your ſecond ; coudn't you make me your third* 
er fourth ? 
Bag. [' Shewing a letter.] Begar, dis be de lettre de 
mor. . - 
Dar. O what! you'll leather him more. 
Bag. C'eſt un autre choſe. 
Darb. What muſt I get two other ſhoes ; . 
Bag. C'ett un barher. 
* Darb. What, becauſe you are a barber. 
| Bag. Vat you mean by that ? Pat calls me raſcal hair-. 
dreſſer, and you call me barbar, You no underſtand ;, 
this is de lettre Lord Lofty's coachman did write for me.. 
You read, Darby. 
Dar. O yes, 
Bag. There [ Gives Darby tbe letter.] 
Darb. Let me iee-{reads] * This comes hoping —0 
* Tl] run all the way if that's all. 
Bag. Ver you going, Darby ?—You told me you read. 
"Tis not hoping: read on. g | 
Dar. This comes hoping that you are in good health, as 
Tam at this preſent writing: though you think yourſelf a 
t officer, you ſhall not make me walk out of the win · 
W: T'll have Norah in ſpite of you, I'll be damn'd if I. 
don t: meet me at the Elm.grove at ſeven o'clock to give me. 
ſatisfaction; but not with curling-irons. I am yours as 
in duty bound.” 
Bag. You ſee I will not ſign my name, becauſe I wou'd : 
avoid the laws. You muſt carry it for me. 
Dar. T'll take care Pat ſhall have it. 7 
Bag. Well now I. have ſettled: this affair d'honour, I s 
will go . 
Dar. Where are you going Monſ. Bag and Tail. 
Bag. I vil go——begarl vil go-—I vil go and bruſh 
my m-:ſ|er's coat. | [Exit Bagatelle. . 
Dar. Now I recolie& I will not give this letter, ſince 
Pat has been a ſoldier, he's grown a bloody-minded fel- 
low, and ſince he wants Montfeur Bag and Tail to walk out 
of the window, perhaps he may want me to walk up the 
chimney; ſo the boy at the public-houſe ſhall give it 
him; he's a better figure to walk up a chimney than I 
am, 


THE POOR SO0LDIER, 


AIR I.——Darty. 


Tho' late-I was plump round and jolly, 
I now am as thin as a rod; 
Oh! love is the cauſe of my folly, 
I ſoon ſhall lie under a ſod: 
Sing nathcrum doodle, nagetty tragedy rum, 
My didtherum boodle, figetty nigetty mum. 


II. 
Dear Kathleen then, why did you flout me, 
A lad that's ſo coſie and warm, 
With every thing handſome about me, 
My cabin and ſnug little farm. 
Sing natherum doodle, Cr. 


III. 


What tho' I have ſcrap'd up no money, 
b No duns at my chamber attend : 
On Sunday I ride on my poney, | 
And ſtil have a bit to a triend, \ 
Sing natherum doodle, &c, 
AV. 
The cock courts his hens all around me, 
The ſparrow, the pigeon, and dove: 
Oh! how all this courting confounds me, 
When I look, and think of my love. 
Sing natherum doodle, &c. 


ENTER PATRICK and NoR AA. 


Pat. Oh! my Norah ! I find more danger in encoun- 
-tering thine eyes, my charming girl, than in a battle! And 
can you then prefer your poor Pat, though a common ſol- 


dier to all mankind ? 


Nor. Yes, my deareſt Pat ! What, though you are only 
.a common ſoldier in the army, you are to me a Field= 


Officer. 


Farewel, ye groves and cryſtal fountains, 
The gladſome plains and ſilent dell; 

Ye humble vales and lotty mountains, 
And welcome now a lofty cell. 

And, oh! farewel, fond youth moſt dear! 

I hy tender plaint, the vow ſincere, 

We'll mcet and ſhare the parting tear, 
And take a long and laſt farewel. 


| 
| 


| 
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Pat. My ſweet Norah! and will abſence never change 


your ſentiments : —Prouder of your love than all the ho- 
nours of my profeſſion ? I ſhall ever poſſeſs the heart-felt 


fatisfaion of remembring how. dear you are to your PooR: 


SOLDIER, | 
AIR III. —— Patrick. 


Tho Leixlip is proud of its cloſe ſhady bowers, 
Its clear falling waters and murmuring caſcades, 
Its groves of fine myrtle, its beds of ſweet flowers, 
Its lads ſo well dreſs'd, and its neat pretty maids ; - 
As each his own village muſt ſtill make the molt of, 
In praiſe of dear Carton, I hope I'm not wrong ; 
Dear Carton! containing what kingdoms may boaſt of, 
"Tis Norah, dear Norah! the theme of my ſong. 


II. 
Be gentlemen fine, with their ſpurs and nice boots on, 
Their horſes to ſtart on the Curragh of Kildare ? 
Or dance at a ball with their Sunday new ſuits on, 


Lae'd waiſtcoat, white gloves, and their nice powder'd' 
hai . 


r: 

Poor Pat, while ſo bleſt in his mean humble ſtation, 
For gold or for acres he never ſhall long; 

One ſweet ſmile can give him the wealth of a nation, 
From Norah, dear Norah, the theme of my ſong. 


Nor. You will be ſure to come at the time agreed on. 

_ Never fear me. [ Exit Norah. ]J—— O how happy 
am I! 

ENTER Frrzaor. 

Fitz. What's this I ſee ? My deſtin'd bride in talk 
with a common ſoldier Good - morrow, brother ſoldier 
A handſome girl that you was talking to 

Pat. Why, ſhe's thought ſo indeed, Sir. 

Fitz. You ſeem well with her ? 

Pat. Yes, Sir; I have long lov'd, Sir.——Brought 


in the ſame village together, we became attach'd to each 
other, and promis'd mutual fidelity; but I am afraid I 


ſhall loſe her. 
Fitz. What, you have a rival perhaps ? 
Pat. I have, Sir. 


Fitz. Now for a picture of myſelf. [ Ade. Some 


rich raſcal I ſuppoſe ? 
Pat. I envy not his riches, Sir :—but as to your latter 


epithet, I am ſure he does not deſerve it, 


& 2 
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Fitz. How ſo? 

Pat. Becauſe, Sir, he is an officer; and therefore I am 
fure he is a man of honour. 

Fitz, It is a pity you are not an officer, — You have 


Þzen in the ſervice ? 


Pat. Yes, Sir, I have ſeen ſome ſervice. I was wound- : 
ed at the battle of Johnſton's. Ford in America, in ſaving . 


my Captain's life. 


Fitz. As I live, the very man who ſaved my life in that 


engagement. [ Aide. ] I hope you got your reward ? 
Pat. I look'd for none: I did no more than my duty, 
in fighting for my king and country, and reſcuing my of- 


ficer, Going. 


Fitx. Where are you going? | 
Pat. I am going from her I love; becauſe fortune for- 
bids our union. 


Fitz. Take my advice: ſee her once more. I honour 


your frankneſs ;—you are a brave fellow, and ſomething 
may be done for you. 

at. Well, Sir, ſince you adviſe me, I will ſee her once 
more. If I had a friend to ſpeak to her guardian, I per- 


haps might have ſome chance to ſucceed : I am however . 


obliged. to your good wiſhes, and will profit by your a1- 
vice. [ Exit 

Fitz, What a noble ſpirit ! The embroider'd epaulet 
may diſtinguiſh the officer; but let him not diſdain to 
take a leſſon from this FooR $OLDIER : there is ſometimes 


more real merit to be found under worſted lace, than under. 


gold or ſilver taſſels. | 
AIR IV.——PFitzroy, 
The ſpring with ſmiling face is ſeen, 
To uſher in the May ; 
And nature clad in mantle green, . 
All ſprig'd with flow'rets gay 
The feather'd ſongſters of the grove, . 
Then join in harmony and love. 


II. 
The lark that ſoaring cleaves the ſkies, 
Low builds her humble neſt; | 
The rambling boy that finds the prize, 
Is ſure ſupremely bleſt. 
For when the. tuneful bird is flown, 
He Haſtes, and marks it for his own. 


Ch 
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ENTER Bor. 
Boy. Are you the man in the red coat? | 
Fitz. Yes my boy, I believe I am the man in the rell 7 
coat. What's your buſineſs ? "HY | 7 
Bey. Darby deſir d me to give you this. 1 
Gives him a letter. F 
Fitz, Who? | . 
Bey. Darby. - [Exit Boy. my 
Fitz, Let's ſee [reads the letter This Norah ſeems F 
to have a number of admirers.—And fo my little hero 3 
heyday he's off—ſeven o clocx ! muſt go and ſee what 2 
ſort of ſtuff my challenger is made of. [ Exit. "_ 
Scene changes to the outfide of DER MoTT's Houle. ; 
ENTER FATHER LUKE ard DERMOTT. ' 
F. L. Well, what is this ſpiritual huſineſs? reveal . 
it to me, Dermott.—You know I haye got your conſcience 1 
in my keepin But have you tapp'd the barrel of ale ? 
Der. Yes T have and you ſhail taſte it. | 1 
[Goes in for à jug. 
F. L. He's coming round me about my ward—a wheed- 
ling ſon of a 
ENTER DERMOTT with a jug of ale. « 


Der. I will prime him well before I ſpeak to him 
about Kathleen: tis a hard heart that a drop of ale won't 


ſoften, 

F. I. This brown jug and I are old acquaintance, Der- 
"Mott. 

Der. Indeed, Sir, you are. 


AIR V. Dermott. 


Dear Sir. this brown jug that now foams with mild ale, 
Crit of which I now drink to ſweet Kate of the vale ; 
Was once Toby Fillpot, a thirſty old foul, 

As e' er crack'd a bottle, or fathom'd a bow! : 

In boozin? about. twas his praiſe to excel, 

And amongſt jolly topers he bore off the bell, 


| II. 
His body, when long in the ground it had lain, 
And time into clay had reſolv'd it again, 
A potter found out in its cover ſo ſnug, 
And with part of old Toby he form'd this hrown ju 
Now ſacred to friendſhip, to mirth and mild ale, 
$0 here's to my lovely ſweet Kate of the vale. 
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Ex TIN DARBY. 
Dar. How do you, Father Luke? 
F. I. O Darby, are you there? 
Dar. Will you conſent that I ſhall marry Kathleen ? 
F. L. You marry Kathleen Get you gone you re- 


probate. 


Dar. I have got a fine fat ſheep for your Reverence. 
F. L. A fat ſheep I always thought you was born 


under a lucky planet. But, Darby, you muſt be a good lad, 
and turn ſober.— I am your prieſt, and tell you that you 
muſt repent and marry. | 


Dar. I will marry firſt, and repent afterwards. 
AIR VI.——Father Luke. 
You know I'm your prieſt, and your conſcience is mine: 


But if you grow wicked, tis not a good ſign ; 


So leave of your raking and marry a wife, 

And then, my dear Darby, you're ſettl'd for life. 
Sing Ballynamo no, Oro, 
A good merry wedding ſor me. 


II. 


"The bans being publiſh'd, to chapel we go, | 
The bride and the bridegroom in coats white as ſnow; | 
So modeſt her attire, and ſo ſheepiſh her look, 
You out with your ring, and I pull out my book, 
Sing Ballynamono, SS. 


III. 


1 thumb out the place, and I then read away, 
He bluſhes at love, and ſhe whiſpers, obey. 
You take her dear hand to bave and to hold, 
1 ſhut up my book, and 1 pocket your gold. 
Sing, &c. 
That ſnug little guinea ſor me. 


IV. 


The neighbours wiſh joy to the bridegroom and bride 
The pipers before us march ſide by fide. | | 
A plentiful dinner gives mirth to each face; 
The piper plays up, myſelf I ſay grace. 
Sing, Ee. . 
A good wedding dinner for me, 


* 
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. 


The joke now goes round, and the ſtocking is throwny 
The curtains are drawn, and you're both left alone; 
*Tis then my good boy I believe you at home, 
And hey for a chriſt*ning at nine month's to come. 
Sing, &c. ; 

A good merry chriſt' ning for me, 


Dar. And fo, Father, you ſay I ſhall marry Kathleen; 
F. L. But you are ſo wicked. 
Dar. Indeed I am not. 
F. L. Here comes Kathleen. Eater Kathleen fron 
the houſe. |—Put your bett leg foremoſt to her now. 
Dar. Which is my belt leg ? 
F. L. By my foul they are both bad enough. 
Dar. What am I to do now? | 
F. L. What re you to do now! there's a pretty 
queſtion why kiſs her man to be ſure. 
- Dar. You'll ſpeak a goed word for me, Father Luke, 
F. L. A fat ſheep you ſay ? 
Dar. A fine fat ſhecp. ; 
F. IL. Harkye, Kathleen.—This lad Darby will make 


2 2 good huſband the devil. a beiter Won t you, Dar- 
? 


Dar. Indeed T will. 

F. L. There will be mere marriages when the Captain 
comes, and I can marry you at the ſame time. 

Kath, I will have no huſband but Dermott. 

F. L. Conſider what I am ſaying to you, - Dermott is 
an ugly man, and a bad Chriſtian, 7 

ENTER DERMOTT., | 

Dar. Dermott, you are a had man, and an ugly Chriſtian, 

F. L. O! are you there ?—here take your brown jug 
again, you empty fellow. 

Der. I come to aſk your conſent to marry Kathleen, 

F. L. (to Larby.] You hall marry Katt. lecn. 

Ler. O, if that's the cale ! I have two fat ſheep, which 
J hid intended as 2 preſent tor your Worſhip; but now 
I'll go with them to the fair, and get drunk with the mo- 
ney. . 
F. L. Harkye, Dermott; it is à great ſin to get 
drunk — Oh, Darby! [zo Darby] if you have nothing 
elle to do, you may go about your bulineſs, you ugly 


man; 
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man; don't make a judy of yourſelf, It is t2vo fat 
ſheep you ſay. [ to Dermott. 

Der. Yes. | 

F. L. {to Darby.) You don't marry Kathleen; and I 
will tell you why; becauſe it is wo 1 one againſt you, 
Go away Darby. [To Derm. ] I will couple you all toge- 
ther when the Captain comes, as ſoon as I can put my 
thumb upon matrunony. 


FATHER LUKE, DERMOTT, DARBY, and KATHLEEN, ' 
QuanTETTO.——AIR VII. 


Kath. [to Der. You the point may carry, 
If a while you tarry. 
[ro Dar. But for you, 
| I tell you true, 
No, no, you I'll never marry. 


Chorus. You the point, &c. 
II. 
Der. Care our ſouls diſowning, 


Punch our forrows drowning, 

Laugh and love, 

And ever approve 

Joys our wiſhes crowning. 
Chorus, Care our, Ec. 


IIT. 


Dar. To the church I'll hand her, 
[Offers to take bers 
Then thro' the world I'll Wander; h 


[ She refuſes. 
I'll fob and ſigh, Jer 


Until I die, 
A poor ſorſaken gander, 
Chorus. To the church, &c. 


IV. 


Fath, Luke. Each pious prieſt ſince Moſes, 
One mig ty truth diſcloſes ; 
You're never vext, 
It this the text, 
Go fuddle all your noſes, 
Chorus, Each picus, & 1 
2 
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SCENE-—An Elm Grove. 
ENTER FIiTZRoY. 


' Fitz, T wonder who this challenger: can be! O here's 
company I'Il ſtep afide and ſee. [ Rettres.. 


ENTER BAGATELLE and DARBY. 


Dar. O, Monſieur Bag and Tail ! if I fall, you'll take 
my corps (no very ugly one) to Dermott's wedding 
But Jer me ſtand behind you Monſieur Bag and Tail. [ Gets 
_ bim] Why I might as well ſtand behind a pitch» 

ork. 

Pag..Zounds ! here's my maſter ! 


ENTER CAT. Frrz RO. 


Fitz. Why, you ralcal, did you ſend a challenge to 
me ? | 
Bag. Me, Sir !—Oh, no !—Mi Lord Lofty's Coachman 
did write it; Darby hers knows —— What do you know 
Darby? You tell my maſter all about it. | 

Dar. I went to Father Luke's houſe, and there I got 
the letter; and ſo I went to Father Luke's houſe, and 
there the letter was given me; and fo Father Luke's houſe 
O now I have it Father Luke was out of the win- 


dow. | 
Bag. Father Luke's houſe was out of the window 


ſo, Sir.- 
'Dar. Yes, Sir, and fo Sir; there's a true account of the 
matter. I find I did not go to ſchool for nothing. 
Fitz, Harkye, Sir; get you home, Sir, or I ſhall break 
every bone in your raſcally {kin. I'll teach you to ſend 
chailenges—Away, Sir. 


Bag. O yes, Sir; begar I am glad I have got off ſo 


well. [ Exit. 
Fitz. As for you, you had better ſtick to your ſpade 
than meddle with {word and piſtol, Going. 


Dar. But Captain, do you think me or Dermott the 
prettieſt fellow, . 
Fitæ. Get home with you, Sir, and mind your cart. 
[ Exit, 
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Dar. You a Captain, and can't tell me that? Harkye, 
you corporal. Fitzroy returns: Darby beckons the con« 
trary way.]——Here, corporal, corporal.—I find I-muk. 
up to town to talk with theſe captains. 


AIR vin. Darby. 


Since Kathleen has proved ſo untrue, 

Poor Darby! ah, what can you do? 

No longer 1'll tay here a clown, 
But ſell off, and gallop to town : 

Ill dreſs and I'll ſtrut with an air, 

The. barber ſball.frizzle my hair. 


II. 


In town I'll cut a great daſh, 

But how for to compaſs. the. caſh :- 

At gaming, perhaps I may win; 

With cards I can take the flats in, 

Or trundle falſe dice; and thzy're nick'd; 
If found out, I. ſaall only be kick d. 


III. 


But firſt for to get a great name, 

A duel muſt eſtabliſh my fame; 

To my man then a challenge Pl write; 

But firſt I'll be ſure be won't fight. 

We'll ſwear not to part till we tall, | | 
Then ſhoot without powder, and the devil a ball. 


SCENE---Father Luke's Houſe, 


ENTER FATHER LUKE and NORAH. 
F. L. If you do not conſent to marry Captain Fitzroy, 


the man of my choice, I'll fend you to France, and put 


you 1nto a convent. 

Nor. I am content——T never will marry the man I 
can't approve of. | 

F. L. You are content !—You put me in a paſſion, and 
then you are content. - Get you into the room, and ſtay 
there till you go to France. [ Locks ber up, 

ENTER FITZROY. 
Fitz, Who are you going to ſend to France? 
F. L. My ward, Sir ;z—ſhe won't conſent to marry you; 


| ſhe is obſtinate, 
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Fitz. Will you reſign the charge of her to me, Sir ? 
F. L. With all my foul : There, Captain, witlr- 
that key, I reſign my authority; and row it I find Mr. 


Patrick, I'll ſend him io the county jail. Exit. 
Fitz. Here comes the ſoldier. [Enter Pat.] — Vou are 
punctual J ſee. | 


Pat. I promis'd to be ſo. 

Fitz. Was you ever brought to the halberts ? how 
came you abſent from your regiment ? have you a fur- 
lough ?. hy 

Pat. No, Sir. . 

Fitz. I have the honour to bear his Majeſty's commiſ- 
ſion, and ſhall take you up as a deſerter to the ſervice, I 
have a pericn ready to take you into cuſtody. 

Pat. What a cruel picce of treachery ? 

[ Fitzroy brings out Norah. 
Fitz. Dear Norah, fince you have rei uied my hand, per- 


mit me to reward your conitancy, by putting you into the 


hands of your lover, and he'}l reward you. 
Nor. I'm all amazement ! 
Pat. Let us kneel and thank our deliverer, 
Fitz. To keep you no longer in ſuſpence, know then, 
that I am that officer whote life you ſav'd at Johnſton's 
Ford. I have a commiſſion to * and dchre, gallant 
youth, you'll take it as a mall reward for your paſt ſervi- 
ces; and heaven bleſs you both. 


ExTER FaTHER Luk ER, DERMOTT, DaRBT, and 
KATHLEEN. 


F. L. There the ſoldier is ;—-lav hands upon him. 
Dar. No, I won't jay hold of him. Don't you ſee 
the white ſergeant has hold of him already. | 
F. L Why. Captain, do you refuſe to marry my niece 7 
Fitz. I do; and am bcuna in honour to give her to a 


_ worthier lover. 


F. L. What! bring a foot ſoldier into my family. 

Fitz. Havin a commiſſion to diſpoſe of, I have given it 
to him, ard think myſelf his inferior, when I ſee ſuperior 
merit, and higher virtues in this poor but worthy ſoldier. 
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FINALE, 


Fitzroy. What true fclicity I ſhall find, 
When thoſe are join'd 
By f rtune kind, 
How pleaſing to me, 
So happy to me, 
So happy to ſee, 
Such merit and virtue united ! 
Norab. No future ſorrows can grieve us, 
If you will plcaſe to forgive us. 
To each kind friend, 
Thus we lowly bend, 
Your pard n, that gain'd, we 9 — 
Cborut. N. future, Sc. 


Patrick. With my co nmiſſion, yet deareſt life, 
My charining wife, 
When drum and fife 
Shall beat up to arms, 
The plunder your charms, 
In love your poor Soldier you'll find me. 
Kathleen, This love my wiſhes has granted; . 
I get the dear lad that 1 wanted : 
Leſs pleas'd with a Duke, 
When my own Father Luke 
To my own little Dermott has joined me. 
. Chorus, This love, &. 


Darby. You impudent huſſey, [ Dermett frowns] 
At a pretty rate 
Of love you prate 
But harkye Kate, 
Vour little deer lad, 
Will find that his pad 
Has got a nice—kick in his g-llop, 
F. Luke. Now, Darby, upon my ſalvation, 
You. merit excommunication 
In love but agree, 
And ſhortly you'll ſee 
In marriage I'll ſoon tie you all up. 
Cor us. Now, Darby, Cc. 


Doermott. The devil a bit o' me cares a bean. 
For neat and ſor clean, 
We'll hoth be ſeen, 8 
Myſelf and my laſs 
Next Sunday at maſs, 
And there we'll be coupP'd for ever. 
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Patrick. The laurel I've won in the ficld, Sir. 
Vet now in a garden I yield Sir; 

f ä Nor think it a ſhame, _ 

| | . Your mercy to claim; f 

f | Tour mercy's my ſword, my ſhield, Sir. 


| c CHORUS or MEN. 


I | The laurel and bays 

| Revive by your praiſe ; 
F Our poct ſolicits your pardon. 
a | - | 


CHORUS oF WOMEN, 


Then be not ſevere, 
g | With ſmiles you can cheer 
The poſies of your Covent-Garden. 


GENERAL CHORUS, 


The laurel, Se. 


2 
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